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SUNRISE - SUNSET 

EVERY JOURNEY IN LIFE 

In “La Literatura de los Aztecas” (Aztecs’ Literature) we read: 
“We only come to sleep, we only come to dream. 

It is not true, It is not true. 

That we come to Live on Earth; 

In Spring as the herbs do, we transform ourselves 
Out hearts grow green & are renewed. 

Our body produces a few flowers 
& the past is wilted.” 
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Yin: Only together do we exist 
Only together do we form a whole 
Yang: Life & Death 
Man & Woman 
Weak & Strong 
High & Low 
Happy & Sad 
Black & White 
Sunrise & Sunset 

Who are we? 

A bee trapped in between curtain and glass; 
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ABOUT GLOMAG 

GloMag is the coming together of poets in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions - and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the poet gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the poet's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you are 
sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and you 
turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands still, 
and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but these 
beautiful verses, expressions, and pictures. Your soul dances 
in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, it sways and 
chants. Somewhere someone is telling you about duality, 
someone tells you about a forlorn house without music, 
someone shows you how to love, and someone raises 
questions about existence itself. 

And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is still 
there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 

Glory Sasikala 

The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 

© All rights reserved. 2015 

BACKGROUND MUSIC: Disney "Tangled. I See the Light" 
Piano Solo by Kylelandry 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UH6u0109yzo 



PREFACE 


Vasanthi Swetha 


(A dreamer, wide awake, falling in love with every soul she 

meets) 



When you dive into a deep ocean and let your body figure 
out ways to glide through the crashing waves like a mermaid, 
I hope there would somebody writing poetry or sketching 
your fingers that wear shell-rings or dancing to the music of 
your excited breathing or simply watching you with awe, for I 
know, to keep in touch with your inner self means to find 
happiness and peace within, and it does take a lot of 
strength. So here is a word-snack for you. 


I know you've been running all this while. Now as you bend 
down to take a five minute break, I want you to breathe in, 
not because you're getting breathless, but because I think 
you've lost yourself in a locked room and I know where the 
key is. 


I know you don't have the time, the race isn't over, it never 
will; but now I want you to breathe in the memory of the first 
time you cried and the eyelash that refused to leave your 



cheek. I want you to let your fingers run over the pores on 
your nose and let them slowly trace its shape that you no 
longer remember. I want you to say out loud the word that 
you practiced a million times and yet haven't been able to 
pronounce. I want you to remove your wrist watch and hide 
it under the pillow, so that at least when you go to pick it up, 
you'll remember that you haven't slept in ages. I want you to 
pour some moonlight into those scars so that your soul feels 
overwhelmed and the sky sees how beautiful you are. I want 
you to let go of everything that you think has been hurting 
you, by hugging yourself nice and tight. I want you to know 
that it's okay to have fallen five steps back every time you 
took a step forward, for that's how life works. I want you to 
run again, in search of what you want, in search of what you 
love, but every time you stop to breathe, I want you to know 
that every thorn that pricked you has a history of a fallen 
rose that soothed someone's heart and every rose that 
caressed you has a history of climbing up a thorn-mountain. 

You'll resume running in a bit, but whenever your race 
demands you to make a Things-to-Remember' list, include 
"you're beautiful" and in your 'Things-to-Do' list include "tell 
others they are." More importantly, when your race 
demands you to run ahead of time and this universe, I want 
you to remember to take yourself along with you. 

Now go, run, and elope with the words that touch you, as 
this anthology opens up like a magician's box. 
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Pankaj Mittal: Achievements and Rewards: 

• Quit my job at Infosys in Aug 2015 to follow my dreams 

• CEO & Founder of startup Referral Interview 
(w w w. ref e r ra I i n t e rvie w. co m) 

• Author of the novel "Thank God Tm Single Again" 
which became a National Bestseller 

• Felicitated by Mrs. Sudha Murthy for taking a session 
during Infosys Literary Fest in Mysore 

• Recently launched my own motivational event "Kar Ke 
Dikhayenge" to promote Entrepreneurship among the 
young mass 

• Working as script writer for a Odisha's first 2D 
animation serial "Sourya Veer" 

• Teaser's Youtube Link: 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZD81h9-A c 
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• Have been to 25+ colleges and delivered session to 
more than 12K+ students as a Guest Speaker on topics 
of Inspiration and Motivation. 

• Was working as a Microsoft Student Partner where we 
used to visit and deliver sessions to students of 
different colleges on Microsoft Technologies 

• Featured in almost all the leading newspapers 


The Telegraph 

Calcutta, India -M. 

I Thursday. January 3.2013 | 


In between running for classes and struggling to 
complete their assignments, engineering students hardly 
get the opportuhity to go beyond the cohfines of 
academics and indulge their hobbies. But 23-year-old 
Pankaj Mittal shattered this notion and created what is 
now travelling round the country like a rage. His maiden 
book. Thank God I'm Single Again, has already sold 
1.500 copies within two months of its launch. The 
computer science graduate from NM Institute of Engineering and Technology, 
Bhubaneswar, began writing the book when he was ih his second-year. "I put in nearly 18 
months to complete the work but findihg a publisher was physically and mentally draining. 
But I succeeded after months of tireless pursuit,” he said. The book centres on the life of 
Avigya. a young boy, who despite his parents’ numerous warnings against falling in love 
ends up doing just that. His love interest is a beautiful girl, Kashika. The story moves from 
rib-tickling moments to heart-touching incidents, which unfold Avigya's nature and 
Ffuelcharacter. As the mind of this dreamer weaves a world of its own, the beauty and 
concept of eternal love are apparently cornered in an overwhelmingly conservative world. 
Gradually, some beans are spilled, which threaten his dreams. The reader has to get to 
the end to find out if Avigya will perish under the burden or emerge unscathed. 


Pursuing dreams 
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"AN ONLY MAN" 

The God just thought, 

And Genesis executed itself; 

Six days of cosmic thinking, 

The seventh day got rest. 

An Almighty sanctified birds to multiply. 
Blue waters too breed life; 

The verdant greets the wild, 

A sky full of stars whispers all night. 

Still the Creator, 

Wandered for a mirror; 
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And found mirage everywhere. 


Then He exhaled out of trust, 

Breathed life into me; 

Named my self Adam, 

An only man; 

Prophesized the evolution to be Human, 
In a lonely planetary plan. 



Aakash Sagar Chouhan: He is a Rourkela-based, Odia nomad, 
restlessly scribbling since 2003. An undergraduate, indeed a 
college drop-out; but now he is a contributing Author, a 
blogger, a prose writer, a Poet, an article contributor. 
Group's Admin of many Pages and Communities. He has been 
a proud contributor to a few anthologies by International and 
Indian Poets. Apart from pouring his thoughts and himself on 
virgin papers, during his leisure time, Aakash is an observer, a 
dreamer, a philosopher. He likes to strum his Guitar and sing. 
He also likes to play and brush colors on canvases. 
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(An oil canvas painted by Ms.Vathsala who is an artist and runs a franchise for the Dessin 

School of Arts) 


THE LADIES COMPARTMENT 

We are a motley crowd 

with handbags, laptops and lunch bags 

sporting IDs of rings and toe rings, 

buffering dark circles 

for un-waxed conversations of etcetera 

in food, fabric, finance, family. 

We manicure safety and freedom 
in lip-glossed songs, henna cones 
and swipes of social network pages on the phone. 

Nasal calls of peanut and samosa vendors 
are flipped by in bookmarked pages 
hoping that one day 
a rainbow would find the puffed eyes 
gazing vacant at the window 
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Our laughter 

indulges in anonymous company 
of dry sweat, an aura of our anatomy. 

We waltz 

with our Body Mass Index, 
pH of pimples, dimples, wrinkles and 
uneven tones of our skin 
on pedicured sandals, cracked slippers, 
stiff joints and a numb lower back. 

The overhead bar syncs our pursuits 

We are one in many; 
many in one. 

Soon we would slumber to cricket songs 

leaving the lady in the welcome poster near the door 

to rattle alone with empty shadows. 

Tomorrow will be a new dawn, 

sun- screened with another ticket 

for this daily soap in the ladies compartment 
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Akila Gopalakrishnan: She juggles home, work and her six 
year old with poetry in the old and new city of Hyderabad. 
She dabbles in free verse and the Japanese genre of poems 
comprising of haiku and haibun. Some of her works have 
appeared in online journals of Triveni at Muse India, Haibun 
Today, Atlas Poetica and in Neesah, a quarterly magazine of 
Nivasini Publishers, Hyderabad. She is also a member of the 
Twin City Poetry Club, Hyderabad which recently launched its 
anthology titled Lakdi ka pul - the poetry bridge. A cup of tea 
laced with ginger and poetry is her perfect idea of a weekend 
morning. 
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NON EXPRESSION 


'Sensuality is the theme,' they said 
Write some verse on it... 

What's that? I wondered 


A word? 

Some sort of feeling? 

How do I express it 
Non-sensually? 

Do the eyes reveal erotica? 
Or does the body contort? 

Is it in a single touch? 

Or is it deep, unreal thought? 
What can I do 
To show 
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The volcanic passion within 

When I know 

The lust 

Lies smothered 

Under 

Layers 

Of 

Non-expression... 

Untapped 

Ignorant. 



Ameeta Agnihotri: First of all, I love to write. Then I love to 
travel, and write about my travels, including about the food I 
eat on my blog. Being a Food Critic, I have four food books to 
my name: The Times Food and Nightlife Guide. My restaurant 
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reviews come out every Friday in the Chennai Times. Yes, 
life's good. My book is done. It was done five years ago. Am 
still trying to muster the courage to edit it. 

Work: http://timescitv.com/chennai 

Blogs: http://silentsensation.blogspot.com/ 

http://fascinatingtastes.blogspot.in/ 
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GWALIOR 3 

I have loved you 

My nose had drawn borders 

On your cheek 

Waging a quiet battle 

To stop for long 

Threats of an exile in quietude 

Of a solemn river 

Lips remained in unison 

In dampness 

Silence shuddered on unforeseen 
Lands. 

I have loved you 
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And your turbulent 

Hair that have overshadowed 

Our knowing 

You closed our eyes 

Long back on my stride 

Railway tracks in a desert 

Riding 

Fond dreams 

Of birds that would follow us 
Again another summer. 



Amitabh Mitra: He is a Poet/Artist and a Medical Doctor at 
East London, East Cape, South Africa. He lives in many worlds 
and narrates his life in hallucinatory stopovers. Words and 
images tend to amalgamate in many such strange journeys. 
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FLOWING LOVE 

It's exhilarating 
A dizzy high 
A passionate feeling 
I wanna constantly feel 
Your strong arms around me. 

I wanna walk with 
You hand in hand. 

I wanna be your heartbeat 
Feeling my flowing love 
like the flowing river to the ocean. 
I wanna watch you smile 
In the morning sunrise 
I wanna hold your hand 
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Hear your witty comments 
In the evening sky 
As day turns to dusk 
And we watch 
a perfect sunset. 

As the moon rises 

I wanna feel you 

Hold me in your arms 

As the night is mesmerised 

By the dazzling stars and the milky way. 

This feeling grows 
you're my northern light 
The seven wonders 
Of the world 
My Island paradise... 

Lire always in my heart. 

In my eyes I dance joyfully 
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exuding happiness 
I am blessed... 

In you I feel 

like heaven's doors 

have opened 

Giving me a glimpse 

Of perfect paradise 

Through your precious love... 

All that matters is you 
I'm wrapped within your heart 
Looking into your deep brown eyes 
It's magical, captivating, 
Unbelievable. 

I had even forgotten 
This amorous feeling 
Your love stirred 
In my tender heart 
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The depths of amore. 



Angela Chetty: She is a HR Manager, an avid poet and lyricist 
who lives in Durban, South Africa. Angela imbibes her work 
with a deep passion and belief that words can touch hearts 
and change lives. 

The depths of her soulful prose, cuts across different genres, 
talking to matters of the heart. Poetry is music for my soul; 
like oxygen, the breath of my life. In 2013, an Anthology of 
Poetry entitled. Heartfelt moments - A Treasure Trove was 
published, www.heartfeltmomentspoetrv.com 
In 2015, her poem "Miss Me" was selected as Editor's choice 
for the Contemporary Poetry Digest and has been chosen as 
the best poems of the year for a Valentine's Special 
Publication. 
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TotDucha po«m 

Aspnjce blueinthesun 
Its cones warm in my hands 

beneath the hemlocic’s spreadirig shade 
smooth mushrooms 
the colour of rabbit fur 

■he pine's spiky musky green 

to the song of a warbler 

past a weathered branch of beech 

the balk softened by the ram 

I walk on the wet grass 

and with these words touch a poem 


(image credit: Vincent van Gogh: The Paintings (Pubiic Garden with Coupie and...} 

TO TOUCH A POEM 

A spruce blue in the sun 
its cones warm in my hands 


beneath the hemlock's spreading shade 
smooth mushrooms 
the colour of rabbit fur 


the pine's spiky, musky green 

to the song of a warbler 

past a weathered branch of beech 

the bark softened by the rain 

I walk on the wet grass 

and with these words touch a poem. 
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NOTE: This poem has been published previously in first Katha 
e book of poems, 2010 



Angelee Deodhar: She is an eye surgeon by profession as 
well as a haiku poet, translator, and artist lives and works in 
Chandigarh, India. Her haiku, haibun and haiga have been 
published internationally in various books and journals, and 
her work can be viewed online too. To promote haiku in 
India, she has translated six books of haiku from English to 
Hindi. She has edited both Journeys and Journeys 2015 an 
Anthology of International Haibun just released on Amazon 
has a total of 145 haibun, by 31 poets of international repute. 
She is now working on Journeys 2016, the third anthology of 
haibun from around the world. 
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BRAID 

That long braid 
You make and leave to swing 
Flowers of jasmine 
Adorn it sewn into a string 

That long braid 

You let it fall below your waist 

For bees to chase you 

Upon it for butterflies to take rest 

That long braid 

Washed and keep open to dry 
It is a bunch of dark 
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Clouds gather across the vast sky 


That long braid 

When releases an aroma of love 
I rush to the door 
To receive its rain from above 

That long braid of your hair 



Anil Kumar Panda: My name is Anil Kumar Panda. Tiku is my 
pen name. I was born in a small town, Braj'rajnagar, in the 
state of Odisha, in India. I am currently residing here. I work 
as a mine surveyor in coal mines. I write short stories and 
poems whenever I get time. 
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(pic by Anindita Bosa at Angkor Wot, Cambodia) 

NO POETRY...? 

Strips of orange and 
black bamboos 
crisscrossing in a bunch 

tiny edges of uneven 
shards waiting to prick 
fingers 

to pass through the 
soft skin, now with blood 
dripping 
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and falling on the white 
marble floor - 

"Can poetry create 
such charm?" 

The bamboos hanging 
up on the ceiling like 
a chime 

a task fulfilling one's 
desires to decorate a 
room 

one square small room 
deep inside a dark hole 

a keyhole made to keep 
the words safe - 
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"Can poetry create 
such charm?" 

The orange and black 
will fade with years 

yet their essence would 
remain safe 

in layers and layers of 
rusted brain cells 

a brilliant art of 
fossiling images ruined 
by time - 

"Can poetry create 
such charm?" 

Words are bought in 
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forms of stories 


imagination is explored 
in prose 

a parallel world of 
freedom in bloom - 

"Can poetry create 
such charm?" - 
an echo heard in 
distinct minds which 
now needs a voice 

to burn such obsolete 
beliefs and nurture our 
collective consciousness 

to realize that poetry 
has its own voice... 
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Anindita Bose: She is inspired by zeal of her city, Kolkata. Her 
interest in psychology has connected her closely to universal 
ideas and human emotions. She believes words have 
immense possibilities to create life out of nothing and her 
heart says, "Let's decode the labyrinth of life" from conscious 
and subconscious minds. Recently her poems are part of 
various national and international anthologies. 

When not writing she is actively involved in activities of her 
group 'Rhythm Divine'. Apart from poetry writing she is 
involved into short stories, painting, photography and 
travelling. 
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HOW COME? - A DEDICATION TO A YOUNG WRITER 

At the ripe young age of sweet eighteen 
How come there's a whole world you've seen? 
Experienced the wisdom of most people's lives 
In a flash and a twinkle of your eyes? 

Lived through anguish, love, anger and pain 
Getting drenched in a lifetime of emotional rain 
And then picked up your fiery quill 
Armed with a rare wit and steely will 

Set out to tell the world what it means 
Painstakingly writing out the scenes 
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Set them in a kelaidoscope of verse 
Arrogantly dared us critics to do our worst? 



Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a 
financial services group and has spent almost 2 decades 
serving that industry. Whatever little time that has been 
spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has - with 
quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from friends - 
been devoted to occasionally tapping to the Muse's dictats 
from time to time. 
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SUFFOCATION 

so you failed. 

the streetlamp watches your tears 
blinks, and dies. 

wind carries memories 

of a child out in the rain 

under a street lamp 

watching his paper boat 

sail through the swirling water 

then 

sink! 

like a dream 
dead( and buried). 
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you blink, 
you only failed. 



Archita Mittra: She is a freelance writer, artist and designer 
based in Calcutta, India. A first year student of English at 
Jadavpur University, she is also pursuing a diploma in 
Multimedia and Animation from St.Xavier's College. Her 
poetry has appeared in numerous publications and 
anthologies including Quail Bell Magazine, eFiction India, Life 
In 10 Minutes, among others. 
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DEPRESSION 

The more aware I became of being left alone by V, the more 
stronger became the urge to call V back. V had left behind a 
web of memories in which my life was now trapped. The 
awareness of Vs never-ending absence was burying me 
deeper in the debris of our failed relationship, when I 
became aware of someone quietly watching me all this time. 
I looked in that direction to find out who it was. Our eyes met 
and I just could not look away. 

We kept looking at each other, thinking if we were made for 
each other. After a while, she got up and started coming 
closer to me. It seemed as though she had made up her mind 
that she wanted to be with me. She exuded a strange, 
overpowering effect. The act of thinking stopped within me 
and a strange sense of rejection, dejection and gloom started 
creping in. The closer she came, the more aggravated these 
feelings became. I wanted to run away from her, but it felt 
impossible to do so. Her silence and darkness had 
mesmerised me. Finally came the moment when she took me 
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into her cold embrace, gripping my spirit. I was now totally 
enveloped in her dark shadow. Depression was her name. 

I could sense every emotion from within her, but all I could 
realize was despondence. Hers was a gentle, imperceptible 
grip but it proved impossible to free my spirit from it. Her kiss 
made the smile vanish from my lips and made me speechless; 
I no longer felt like I wanted to speak to anyone. Her soft 
hands on my chest made my heart feel heavy and were 
suffocating my hopes to death, yet I didn't want to 
resuscitate them. Laughter was now merely a rolling sound 
without ebullience. Desires wilted under her glare. Cheer and 
happiness felt like an unwanted, disturbing crowd. Slowly, 
one after the other, she started cutting loose the threads 
that bound my spirit to the bright, jovial, friendly, mad world, 
to take me into her dark and lonely world, where I would 
only be hers. 

She had turned my world upside down. Although she wasn't 
trying to hold me back, yet I did not have the courage or the 
will or the desire to part ways with her. Her company was 
strangely addictive. The darkness of her engulfing shadow 
promised a strange sense of security and melancholic 
anonymity. I pulled the curtains over the windows, switched 
off all the lights, and then overcome by a sense of self-pity, 
lay resting in her arms. Days passed by, and with each 
passing moment, I was kept losing myself to her. 
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My unkempt appearance, perpetual sadness and gloomy 
expression, nothing deterred her from loving me. In fact, she 
loved more now. She had started reasoning and impressing 
upon me that life was a burden and only by dying could I 
relieve myself of this unwanted cargo. In her company and 
led by her persuasion, my belief grew stronger, and finally 
she convinced me to meet death to put an end to my misery. 
She held my hands while I stood on the table and tied the 
rope to the ceiling fan, and hugged me when I put the noose 
around my neck. I pushed the table from under me, and as I 
floated away into the emptiness of oblivion, she bade me 
farewell, to seek someone else to love and bring them to the 
noose. 



Arun Sharma: Surprisingly, a fixed sequence of letters used 
to identify an every changing person like me and is spelled 
thus, Arun Sharma. I work as a copy editor with Exeter 
Premedia, Chennai. Arresting my capricious and insane 
imagination with the help of words to imprison them on 
paper is something that I am learning to do. Reading and 
thinking while gazing at sunset and the night sky is what I like 
to do. I believe the above, in a nutshell, sums up what I am at 
present. 
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LOVE'S LANGUOR 

(Madalashi in Odia, means someone striding with ianguor, sensuous, artfui and prone to 
iove.) 

Soft, soothing, madalashi moon 
eastern Sky's coquetty swoon 
southern breeze's late paramour 
Love's retreat or midnight adventure? 
art; transparent lie's morbid mood 
clusters of hope and dreary rude 
My Love's progeny, infinite brood 
atavist blood's sniffy cloud 
harlot youth's peeping prelude 
I am there, still and sombre 
in war with Time, hellish chime 
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I am Love, sequel of Life 
Undone, unhurt, sweet sublime 
supreme aesthete, elusive glory 
dreamy eyes' steely memory 



Asim Ranjan Parhi: He was Professor & Head, Dept, of 
English and Dean of Languages at Rajiv Gandhi University 
(Central), Arunachal Pradesh before joining the Dept of 
English, Utkal University. Specialising on ELT, he has a book, 
Indian English Through Newspapers from Concept, New 
Delhi, and many research papers published in journals. He 
has been an Associate at the Indian institute of Advanced 
Study (MAS, Shimla) to pursue his Postdoctoral research. 
Apart from academics, he writes poetry in Odia and English, 
simultaneously nourishing a deep interest in Odia and Hindi 
musical compositions. 
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l' ^ ^ 

J _ _ Jj 

Oh not in good mood, Oh no! Now-a-days am I not in mood, 

Waiting and waiting for Godot, who I know never comes, yet; 

What is rather depresses me, allures me the that what would 

The fire and ice I bear in my heart a new unknown want to 
create. 

Had I once wanted a woman body-any one's? Was that I is 
this I? 

Days crawl and crawl, shadowed eyes showers saffron ballad 
glance. 

Lost the sharp appetite to live in and on- truly I know not the 
why? 

The juicy kiss no more inflames, though promising of 
furthering chance. 

Oh, mirror tell me, you are the only eye-witness of me, my 
inner mine. 

Oh, the moon the voyager of the night, tell me why came to 
me this time. 
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Oh, serpentine saree, do you know why your embrace makes 
me impotent? 


Oh, the torn pages, broken chair or you yellow cup can you 
bring out the latent? 

Lost in the woods, lost the confront, a clown proved, a 
laughing stock, a third 

More routed than the beaten, more a butt that a fool, 0 
turns me into a flying bird. 



Avik Kumar Maiti: ( email - itzakm(a)gmail.com) He is a poet 
and writer from Midnapore. He is a permanent ESL teacher at 
Belda Gangadhar Academy, West Bengal. He likes to travel, 
explore the locale with cultures, to drink life to the lees', 
passion in humanity and drenched in literature. He believes 
that God is there and one day everything will be fine again. 
He believes in the flame eternal that is within us, which may 
cause a miracle with just a sympathetic touch. 
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THE ROAD AHEAD 


(!) 

Two roads I see, curling round the hill, 
Walking into the sunset, walking until 
it dips and dives beyond my view, 
into ways that have been tread by few. 
Oh, what plight am I to choose. 

This choice perplexes, does confuse. 
One road I see does tell the other, 

'In our trap do we have another.' 

I am, unlike Frost, who had a friend. 
To help to choose, a hand to lend. 

(■■) 

Alone, I am, in distressed state. 
Thinking when this moment shall abate. 
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To help me choose which one way, 

On which one road does destiny lay. 

The two brothers lay, side by side. 

One open, the other, secrets to hide. 

The first frank and seemingly true. 

Know not what evil does the brother brew. 
Evil is it or am I scared? 
more company I wish I had. 

(Ill) 

Tis often in life that I face this riddle. 

My choices beside and in the middle 
Of the road ahead, destiny's way. 

What sport of us does destiny play? 

At such times, I seek my guide. 

Who walked that road and that journey tried, 
to gauge the depth of the rabbit hole, 
the soul of my heart, the heart of my soul. 
Then, darkness does its darkness loose 
And I see the road that I must choose. 
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(IV) 


Two roads I see, resting yonder, 
which one to take, I test and ponder, 

I am confused, in blinding light, 
of what is wrong in simple sight. 

I yield, know not to which one road, 
which one does lead, to my abode? 

I see a light around the bend, 
a process, a thought, doth me amend. 

I am afraid, no more, no longer, 
for that light does make me stronger! 

-Dedicated to my guide, my brother 



Avishek Ramaswamy Aiyar: I was born and brought up in 
pristine Calcutta and lived the first 18 years of my life there 
before moving to Chennai for my undergraduate education. I 
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eventually moved to the US, where I completed my doctoral 
studies in Chemical Engineering. I currently work as a 
scientist at IBM in New York. 
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METAMORPHOSES (SYLVIA'S MONOLOGUE) 

To us 

Love happened, so did poetry 
Malevolent nexus; 

Into lexical entrapment- 
The blind leads the blind 

In a thicket of metaphors 
Drifted bewildered speech 
Meanings sat on haunches 
Ready to pounce 
We sensed lurking presences 
Gleaming eyes, spoor 
Odour of damp fur 
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Hunted 


You and I started wearing our words 
Poetry became second skin 
Layering our separate selves 
Ludicrous camouflaging 
Metamorphosis into archetypal horror 
Coat of feathers and hairy hide 
Alter-existence easily terminable 
A fang dug into the jugular vein 
My heart bled an allegory in clenched claws 
Screeching in the grip of jaws 



Bini B.S: She is currently a Post-Doctoral Research Fellow at 
Balvant Parekh Centre for General Semantics and Other 
Human Sciences, Baroda, India. Her research articles, poems 
and translations have appeared in national and international 
Journals and anthologies including Poetry Chain, Kritya, 
Samyukta, South Asian Ensembie, Kavyabharati, Korzybski 
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And... (Published by Institute of General Semantics) and The 
Virtual Transformation of the Public Sphere (Routledge). She 
is one of the editors of Anekaant: A Journal of Polysemic 
Thought and the Managing Editor of The Journal of 
Contemporary Thought. Her poems appeared in a collection 
of 'corporeal poetry' titled, A Strange Place Other than 
Earlobes: Five Poets Seventy Poems, published by Sam park, 
Calcutta. 
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SOUND OF MY VOICE 

Sometimes I feel like 
I am standing on top of a mountain. 
Ready to shout 
my lungs out 

for fear of being invisible. 

Can anyone hear this? 

Is my voice not loud enough? 

Are my wounds not big enough for you 
to take notice of my agony? 

Birds were created to sing 
their most beautiful songs. 

Bees were created to amuse 
us humans with their 
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sweet drops of honey. 

So why should I try to live for 
something not meant for me? 

I mean, am I not good enough? 

What is it that makes you 
turn your head the other way? 
Is it the sound of my voice? 

Or have you suddenly noticed 
my darker complexion? 

I know that you think I'm dumb 
for always trying to be truthful. 
Let me tell you 
that I aim to walk like Jesus. 
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Chestlyn Draghoender: He is a South African writer, poet, 
and activist from a small town called Ravensmead in Cape 
Town. He was been writing poetry, stories, and personal 
essays since 2010. Chestlyn writes because it helps him to 
explore the world around him and share his experiences with 
his readers. He also has a passion for reading books, and likes 
to encourage others to read for fun. He believes that in order 
to be a good writer, one must also be an avid reader. 
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You need a pole 
a chord 

breeze to flutter 

all by yourself you cannot 

When you flutter 
we salute with pride 
feel bad when you droop 
the nation needs you 
you need us. 

Do you know how much of blood was spilt 
in your name, 

so that you could flutter Nah 
It is in your name games are played 
Wars are fought 
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You become the honor 


and the honored 
while 

million dies under you 
for lack of food, dignity 
in the soil they were born 


When you droop i know 
that you are ashamed 
but i know your compulsion 
you are forced to flutter. 



N.Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, now 
a freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part 
of the poetry circle which meets first Wednesday of every 
month. I am writing poems to be subsequently brought out 
into a collection. 
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DRAGON 

It is not easy being a dragon, 

Stupid men coming around to kill you, 

Waving swords and threats spewn from drink-flagon. 
Don't want to kill them but what can you do? 

I would have liked a quiet life in peace, 

I could have been a good slowworm or newt. 

Instead these losers try me to decease. 

To grab their paws on some imagined loot. 

I'm an old softie really, if they'd call 
Politely, they could come in and have tea. 

And I would show them round, no need to brawl. 
Then they could leave me in tranquillity. 

Yes you can see my cave; it's not too cold. 

Just please don't expect to find any gold. 
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Christopher Villiers: I am freelance writer in the United 
Kingdom, with a Master's degree in Theology, who writes 
about God, Love and the Universe, big things in little poems! 
You can see more of my poetry on my Facebook page. 
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O HONEY, I LOVE YOU 

Within this space of my feels 
Indian Music reveals itself to me in this way 
Across the videos 

With a bow tie of knowledges on my hands 
Arming the subtle wisdom of my mind 
Dreaming the approach of summer 
Clarifying my feelings' light 

With Alka Yagnik' "At her best-Romantic songs of Bollywood" 
With Begum Akhtar's "mere humnafas mere humnawa" 

Gathering things up 
Tending the fire with a short stick 
At the end of a dirt road 
For where I run alone 

Listening also Lata Mangeshkar's "Jo Wada Kiya" 
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And Shreya GoshaT "Agar turn mil jao" 
Recognizing this Music as a kind of Love 
From the window during the night 
Into the beach of my Mind 
Containing all those things 
I have come to be as a lovely Being 
Wanting to hold mine's head up. 

Keeping Indian Music from sliding scale 
I find myself pursuing Beauty through twisted paths 
Stumbling pleasures, singing: 

0 Honey, I Love You. 



Daniel de Culla (1955): He is a writer, poet, and 
photographer. He is also a member of the Spanish Writers 
Association, Earthly Writers International Caucus, Director of 
the Gallo Tricolor Review, and Robespierre Review. He's 
moving between North Hollywood, Madrid and Burgos, 
Spain. 
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LOVE FORLORN 


there is beauty and peace 

in the depths of silence 

how do I find the bliss 

of silence within me 

when the cauldron of melancholy 

like a nightmare haunts my dreams 

and a thousand demons 

won't let me sleep 

in the womb of peace 


how will I live without nightmares 
how will I live without fear 
how will I live with courage 
when you will not give me 
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the strength that builds me 
when you will not give me 
the hope to nurture me 

how could I see the things 
that lives beyond me 
when I have to walk 
in your shadow 
and your ostensible love 
like a claustrophobic veil 
envelops my life 
and suffocates my will 
there is no beauty, 
no perfection, no meaning 
in a love that is possessive 
with unyielding tenacity 
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Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, and 
brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, and 
writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has performed his 
poetry at various forums, including the Poetry Africa Festival, 
the Mauritian Writers' Association, and Glorioustimes, India. 
He is the Convenor of the Live Poets Society, Durban, South 
Africa. 
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I am more than my body, 

I am also about my mind. 

I am more than just sexy, 

I am also witty and smart 

I am more than just a one night stand, 

I am the one would discuss Nietzsche. 

I am more than the cliched pop girl, 

I am also the one who'd sing Bohemian rhapsody with you. 

I am more than 50 shades of grey. 
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I am also the one who loves eternal sunshine of the spotless 
mind. 


I am more than just my body, 
I am also about my mind. 



Dikshita Nahar: Sugar, spice and everything nice. That's not 
who I am. I'm made of caffeine, books and movies. A writer 
in making. And yes, you could call me Dikshita. 
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MORAL? IMMORAL? 

Which way tripper? Right or left? Or would you go straight? 
How about the road to hell? Or the one to heaven? 

Part I 

The young saint took the girl to the temple backyard, to show 
her the color of the evening sky. But he showed her the 
sharpened knife instead, rusty with lust and wet with the 
nectar of life. He returned alone to perform the ritual of fire, 
of the rainbow God, the village deity of one and all. The 
villagers stood in a neat queue, to take blessings of the young 
saint, who had relinquished all. The girl suddenly came from 
behind and kissed the saint's eager cheeks. The God laughed, 
the villagers screamed. The devout saint and girl were 
beaten, and were thrown to the fire. 

Were they moral or immoral? Which way did they go tripper? 
Road to hell? Or to the road to heaven? 

Part II 

Are you confused tripper? Right or left? How many miles do 
you want to go? How far? 
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They were waiting for her to take her through the hell. In the 
quest of lust and power, they crushed her, with all their 
might, trampled her wishes and her dreams, of a future with 
bright sunshine. 

They ran back to the village plaza, to face the crowd that had 
gathered, discussing what to do to find the missing girl. They 
saw their wives, their children standing afar, their face 
wrought with fear, thinking about, what might have 
happened to the poor girl. A story was quickly told to the 
crowd, claiming that the girl was seen to have given up her 
virginity to an unknown man. The entire village believed in 
the story, never cared to find it out from the girl. 

She crawled back to the village, naked, knocked on her 
father's door, only to find that the door was shut, locked and 
clamped tight from inside. The family never took back a girl, 
who slept unwed with an unknown man. Abandoned to her 
fate, she knocked at others' door, only to hear whispering 
voices, asking her to go. The village never took back a girl 
who slept unwed with an unknown man. 

But as she started to hobble to a fate unknown, the village 
strongman approached her. The strongman was a noble man, 
and secretly loved the girl for a long time. No one knew but 
then he found his time, and decided to stand by in her 
moment of shock. 

The strongman took her to a place, far from the village, to 
nurse her and bring her back to health. Then they built up a 
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secret life, a life full of passionate romance, hand in hand, 
flesh with flesh, two bodies rising to a crescendo of lustful 
love. 

But after a year, someone from the village found out, about 
their abode and their secret love. A village court was quickly 
convened, the elders swiftly passed a judgement, that the 
immoral lovers must not live. A small army of young and old 
marched to their place, at the dead of the night, when they 
were both asleep. 

But when the army was just about to attack and burn them 
alive, the girl came out with a gun that the strongman gave, 
and killed one and all, one after another. Her tormentors 
were there in the army too. She found out and cut off their 
male organs, mercilessly, with a chopper. 

Drenched with human blood, laughing incessantly with a joy 
unknown, the girl fled with the strongman, to find another 
abode, and start another life, full of love and passion. 

What were they tripper? Were they moral or immoral? 
Which way did they go tripper? Road to hell? Or to the road 
to heaven? 
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Dipankar Sarkar: He is on a continuous journey to discover 
himself and the mystery called life. He remains an eternal 
optimist with a never-ending zeal, in spite of the many 
battles that he has lost and few that he has won. 
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(South African artist Jonei Schoitz quaiified with a BSc degree in Chemistry and 
Biochemistry at the University of Johannesburg in 1994. She has been painting since 1988 
in high schooi under the watchfui eye of American born artist Louise Goudemand. Jonei 
has exhibited in South Africa, the Agora Gaiiery in New York, Art Fusion Gaiiery Miami and 
Casteiio Estense in Itaiy. In 2010, she appeared at the International expo in New York and 
the UN. In 2015, Jonei was selected by Monteoliveto Gallery Nice-Naples as one of three 
artists. In her own words " My portraits are moments in the past captured on canvas. My 
aim is to make you see your soul through my work...") 

CINNAMON PRAYER 

If I could wear your spicy 
essence each and every day 
I know I will not go astray 
but only your daily echo illuminates 
your fading halo - No more early 
morning kisses from my heaven sent 
missus, no more tears of joy just 
to hear you say hey, as I leave 
for market day, blowing your 
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honey blossom kisses my way. 


People still nod sympathetically to 
me, even our rival stall enemy - 
can you believe he reluctantly 
offered me his best ruby red watermelon ? 
I just proudly smile, honouring your 
memory whilst sipping your favourite 
cinnamon tea - infused with 
loving melting reverie - Only the 
aromatic presence of you prevents 
my ginger grieving ; my daily solitude. 


I still wear the clothes you 
mended, however much faded - each 
brush of cloth against my parched skin 
always gets me asking - Am I still your 
cinnamon king? 
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I am surrounded by you - each spice 
and herb reminds me of you -The cinnamon 
filled crevices in my hands burn for you 
I sometimes think I glimpse you over there 
but then I just recite my daily cinnamon prayer... 



Don Beukes: He is a retired teacher of English and Geography 
now writing poetry. Originally from Cape Town, South Africa, 
where he was born, raised and educated in the last two 
decades of Apartheid, he taught in both South Africa and the 
UK for twenty years and hold EU citizenship. As a person of 
'mixed race' heritage, his poetry reflects the racial and 
cultural battles growing up in a racially divided society and 
indeed as a global citizen and hopes to adjust our moral 
comppass. He also writes about the socio-political, life and 
death, womanhood, nature and religion. 
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WORKPLACE SEDUCTION 

Give me your brain, so I can eat it. 

Well I say eat, but really I mean savour. 
Taste its coils, trace its curls 
Chew on its spirals, lick its twirls. 

Give me your brain so I can eat it. 

Well I say eat, but really I mean, own. 



Gayatri Sekar: She likes words and all the things they can do. 
Favorite quote: "All these signs lead to science" 
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This house, my space, 

I hold on to it. 

It withers, crumbles. 
Disintegrates in parts. 

But I hold on. 

Their faces appear. 
Exchanging glances 
My loved ones 
Their pain disturbs 
But I hold on. 

My roots, strong, drain me 
Yet desperate, I hold on 
To this little enclosure 
I call mine. 

There is freedom out there, 
I know. 


Yet,. 

So strange! 

But when he comes 
And he certainly will 
One day 

To wipe this board clean 
I shall gladly succumb 
End. 



Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for thirty years and a 
Freelance journalist. She is now an Educational Consultant 
and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys working with 
children and has conducted many creative workshops. Her 
interests include music, reading, writing (poems and stories 
for children) and travelling. She is married to Shreekumar 
Varma (Writer and Novelist) and has two sons, Vinayak and 
Karthik and a daughter-in-law daughter Yamini. She lives in 
Neelankarai, Chennai. 
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FLOWERS OF PARADISE 

Soon the moon will be full, 

A splash of colours to shed, 

On earth for her to blanch out. 

Pale will she drift into solitude. 

Although not lonely at all. 

And the dark skies will lament. 

Her absence a habit they understand. 

The season of laughter to be doused. 

By summer rains that would wash remorse. 

And the many sunsets, sunrises, moon rises and vastness. 
Breathe with you and me in a pulse. 

Dew drops will be the hushed whispers. 

Of all that souls understand, and the mind with its senses. 
Would weave a web of words loud enough. 
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For the heart to hear and the eyes to inundate, 

And by then the moon will come around, 

To light up my sky where only your thoughts team into 
clouds! 

To let me know that far far away I bring you a smile. 

As you smile back at me with the flowers of paradise! I 



Geethanjali Dilip: A Chennaiite at heart, she is a graduate 
from Ethiraj College and a postgraduate in French from 
Bangalore University. She is passionate about poetry, travel, 
teaching travel, gardening, interior decoration, and enjoying 
a deep spiritual connection with everything. She's been 
teaching French, freelance, in Salem for the past 34 years in 
schools and colleges, and at her centre. Zone Francofone, in 
Salem. Fler family includes her husband, Dilip Narsimhan, 
daughter, Manasa, son-in-law, Ajay, granddaughter, Aarushi, 
and her parents. 
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ON A BENCH IN BURGOS 

The sun burned 
The clouds away 
In December 
In Burgos 
Spain 

And the sky was blue 
Noon-day, sharp blue 
With little nebulous clouds 
Specking the sky 
I walked a little 
Finding a bench 
To sit on in the warming sun 
And watch the people go by 
Cold it is in the mountains 
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In the high sierras 
Of the north 
But beautiful it is 
Too 

To sit on a bench 
In the sun 

And watch the people 
Go by 



Geoffrey Jackson: He has been an intrepid TESOL instructor 
at 5 universities and 4 colleges, blown off course from 
England to Holland, Finland, Hungary, Oman, Saudi Arabia 
and, in the Roaring Forties, to Denmark. A self-described 
European cosmotrollop and Americanophile with New World 
dreams, Geoff is the Poetry Editor for Fullosia Press. 
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WHY I WON'T COMMIT SUICIDE 

the cooling breeze is welcome enough 

my skirt flying 

my hair on my face 

i like the breeze 

stalling the uphill task of living 

in expectation 

of something new 

and novel 

my fingers touch the colours lovingly 
skimming surfaces, oblong and rectangular 
circular, red, green, blue and white 
flat-surfaced, angular as opposed to 
a different angle altogether? 
like a child i hurry 
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for something new life has to hold 
this is new! this i want! 
perhaps what i have in exchange for 
what i want? 

but the loyals are a comfort - 
they fill my life 
rock steady, always there 
waiting patiently 

while i make time for my little pleasures 
counting them one by the dozens 
smiling all the way 
at how childish one can be 
how simple! 

when life is all about being there 
in that moment 
the innumerous treasures 
of smiles and tears 
evidence that i have lived. 
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Glory Sasikala: She is a poet and writer, currently residing in 
Chennai. She is the editor and publisher of GloMag. 

https://www.instamoio.com/Glorv/ 
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A DRAGON, DEMON, AND DINOSAUR! 

Drums stopped beating; the band did not play; 

The music went silent, and the hands that took 
food to the mouth, stopped half way! 

Tongues ceased wagging, jaws remained open; 

Fireworks rocketing to the sky fell midway; 

Merrymaking gave way to silence and dismay- 

As the bride-groom entered, - and with him - HIS MOTHER 

"That is the monster mother in law!", in hushed whispers 
they said, 

'Does our poor girl have to fight this demon everyday: 

This wicked queen of Snow White, this cruel step mother of 
Cinderella, 

A dinosaur come to life, and escaped from the Madras 
museum. 
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A fire breathing dragon from Chinese myth, all rolled into 
one! 

'Is she really that bad?'; "Doubtless and sure, she's much 
more than that", 

"and what else can she be; for isn't she the boy's mother"! 


Till then a mother, a noble soul, a heavenly angel, 

God's vicegerent on earth, overflowing with the milk of love 
and kindness. 

Overnight they transformed her into a wicked witch, 
and outlawed her into a despicable ' in- law'! 

Pricked by their poisoned words and piercing gaze. 

The miserable mother stepped onto the stage, 
and began to tell her tale: 

"At 24 I became a mother of one, at thirty a mother of two; 

And this day, at 53,1've been blessed to become a mother of 
three! 

My son has got his wife today, and I a new daughter, as you 
see!" 
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The crowd stood struck and speechless at her words; 

The bride walked away blissfully, hand in hand with her new 
found mother, 

into a her second home! 



Gulnar Raheem Khan: She is a post graduate in English, 
former officer of the Indian Bank, mother of two, and now, 
grandmother of three. She was the student editor of her 
college magazine. She has contributed to the Letters column 
of the Hindu, and the Arab News, and has written poems and 
articles for her Bank house journal. She cherishes her letter 
to the Arab News which won her the first prize in Topic of the 
Week contest. gul.fazl(g)gmail.com 
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CHILD IS FED 

Mother has no choice 
She has to keep promise 
Bring her child to full potential 
And make perfectly human 

Now mothers are educated 
Know full well and remain related 
Bring all qualities at home 
Rear the child and happily drove 

Mother is equal to ten teachers 
And child is taught lessons 
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Of future need 


And positively fed 

All modern mothers are full aware 

And openly dare 

For education to children 

And try to make environment as healthy as heaven 


It makes difference 
If taken chance 


For welfare of the children in positive way 


The children are like flowers and shall bend in either ways 



Hasmukh Mehta: I am an ex-serviceman from Indian Air 
force. I joined Oriental Insurance Company and retired from 
there too in May, 2007. I have been graduated from Punjab 
University. I hold technical qualification like Diploma in 
Radio/engineering .1 have done English and Flindi 
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stenography as well. I had mastered the art in Morse 
telephony too. I am associated with several welfare 
organizations and served long time as Union leader too. I am 
at present working as hobby writer. I write poems on various 
subjects and invite suggestions from all the quarters. 
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MEET MR. JOHN NOBODY 

(With apologies to Poet Dom Moraes) 

I 

Glad to meet you, poet born to somebody, 
Cheeky jowls, languid hair, and plump of body. 
With glasses slipping down your nose, 

A receding chin and lips as a wilted rose. 

Alright, you lived for poetry and prose, 

A life sacrificed at the altar lachrymose. 

You married beautiful women and left them. 
Because, bored of them you soon became. 

You were anointed; you were God's child. 

Your verses were mellow, but were angst filled. 
The pages of history's sinister happening. 
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You chronicled without a sigh or sorrowing. 


They called you a promising child prodigy, 

It's so sad your life ended in tragedy, 

Writing in flawless iambic pentameter. 

While drinking liquor in bottles by the litre. 

Though your life was troubled, t'was not bad, 

I know of unread poets who have gone mad. 
You confidently walked the road of fame. 
Nobody said an unkind word, or, of shame. 

The world in which you travelled and wrote. 
These days is full of show and self-promote. 
Today poetry slammers face audience in anger. 
In their minds no any compassion linger. 

II 

Now, please, meet Mr. John Nobody, 

Writer of vain and vapid prosody. 

Bearer of considerable self-inflicted pain. 
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Singer of many a rock-star-poets' refrain. 

He is a poet of utter nothingness, 

Prone to long bouts of carelessness, 

He writes poems that no one publishes. 

To save him from ignominy and the blushes. 

Once in a while he makes a few submissions. 
Which come back replete with outright rejections. 
How then would he make a poet's pre-eminence. 
Before he reaches his state of senescence. 

In writers' fora he has tarried too much. 

Closed poetry circles he tried vainly to breach. 

But the bitch goddess wouldn't post a smiley. 

On his attempt to essay metaphor and simile. 

John Nobody thinks there was life on Mars, 

And it self-destructed in a few millennial years. 
Likewise life here on earth is not eternal. 
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It's only a few years from an atomic infernal. 


So, John Nobody doesn't mind much the anonymity, 

He constantly absents from events with regularity. 

When he dies, he says, don't grieve, instead, drink Moet, 

On his grave write, "He doesn't mind being re-born a poet." 



John P. Matthew: Writer, poet, singer-songwriter, and 
blogger John P Matthew was born in the state of Kerala, 
India. His first success as a writer was Penguin's world-wide 
short story contest "India Smiles" in which his short story 
"Flirting in Short Messages" was selected for publication in 
an anthology. 

His poem "Call of the Cuckoo" has been published by Poetry 
Rivals. He is working on his first novel and writing a book- 
length travelogue about his native state of Kerala. 
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A POEM ON LOVE 

I. 

Mottled walks in swamps of cement 

sidewalk 

Who couldn't take the thoughts away from 

That elephant, so foreign 

And tiny given the expanse? 

I will cross it. Make the move. 
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Intrude, conquer then relinquish. 


II. 


The forlorn rejoicing of bus headlights 


And you, there, waiting with me 


Like the inanimate flag to be raised 


To wave goodbye 


Goodbye 


Goodbye 


Goodbye 


City shimmer 
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Whet night-sky 


No thoughts but goodbye. 



Joseph Elenbaas: I am a Christian writer, living in West 
Michigan. 
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LOVE IN THE AIR 



y- 


You're a tulip 
Sometimes red 
Sometimes saffron 
Or snow white 
I'm water 



A lake, sea or river 
Sometimes still 
Sometimes flowing 
Flowing like time 
Fuming like steam 
Placid like snow 
We're air, fire 
We're earth 
We're sky 
The sky of nothing 
The sky of everything 



- Kerala Varma 09.03.2016 
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Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur), Kerala, is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur writer, 
who believes in "simple living, simple thinking", welcoming 
enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, the river, sea, 
mountain, books, music and Internet and avoiding 
complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 
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'YOUR MEMORIES' 

Restless I was, 

My heart 

Coughing your memories 
My eyes 

Tripping the tears 
I on bare and lonely desert 
Tears were picturesque 
Creating your portraits, 
And on the sand. 

Tears wrote your name 
With mine. 

I cocooned myself 
In this sand. 

Suddenly 
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A large roar of air 
Thwarted my feelings, 
Your name washed away, 
My memories still awake 
My name still.... 




Kinshuk Gupta: A young poetry enthusiast, Kinshuk Gupta 
writer under the pen name of 'Vitaan' which means 'the sky'. 
He is currently working as a content- writer and analyst for 
the magazine- YOUth. He also writes a page 'Khwaishyen' on 
facebook in which he relates his grieves and insatiable 
desires of mind as a teenager. He is motivated by the cause 
to protect humanity from the fetters of violence and crimes. 
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IMAGINE 


Imagine a world with more Santa Clauses 


No guns, no bombing, no more battles 


Where little Aylan is making paper boats in a classroom 


Smiling and riding them, humming vroom vroom ... 


Imagine if such peace could be 


No sunken child will be found by the sea. 


Then close your eyes and wishfully see 


A grand feast in Africa's Mali 
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No malnourished child, no dead mothers 


No fear of AIDS, no health disorders. 


Now wipe of their tears and look beyond 


There is no killing of school kids in Pakistan 


Young Yusuf is alive and doing his physics 


His mother is happy he got an 'A' in civics. 


If your heart is now feeling a little uneasy 


Come to India and meet this young lady 


Nirbhaya they call her and so is she 


Sitting in a clinic collecting her fee. 
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Now open your eyes and look at your children 


Teach them to love, teach them to reason 


Teach them to hope and teach them care 


But first with your neighbor goodwill you must share 


Teach a poor woman alphabets, help her write 


Imagine her children could tomorrow ride a flight 


Imagine a change, a step at a time 


Imagine this world filled with a peaceful chime 


Begin today, begin with a smile 


Be someone's Santa at least for a while. 
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Filed under imagine peace 



Kiran Zehra Komail: Put her in the mountains and she will 
bargain rhymes and rhythm from the tallest tree and the 
sward. Place her in the concrete jungle and she will sing you a 
song of love midst the streets and the walls. Show her a 
burning torch and she would tell you hope is approaching! 
Call Ms Kiran Zehra Komail, a whirlwind of ideas or a foodie 
her zest for life is endless and so are her dreams! She could 
redefine the shades of red, yellow, black or white in words so 
vivid you'd almost wonder if the true shade of it was this. She 
works for Rotary News as the Sub Editor of the English and 
Hindi magazine. Travel, gourmet and people to her are 
intriguing. Her poems and sketches are her therorem - 
simple yet deep and humble. 
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Sound of Silence! 


Th« Cr«di of« whip* A Hoiif 
Violins in fiofirtnrtil A mellittuous Xllayarajaw 
Tinkling iMe MH. "plunk'-^pionk* of woter drops 
TIm lilting coo*coo of a kooi In monsooni 
Croaking concerto of frogs in puddles. 

Tlw Wankol drenio of a koavy dowmpour. 

Fall ofnwten at Attirampaik. 

Smooth iw H akin g of my electrk fan. 

Cool humming of an air conditionar. 

Chaotic noises in a traffic zone 
Pfuraiistk voicoa at tho markirt placo. 

Roar of breaking waves on silent beach. 

Even In meditation, a chant holds me apart. 

At ttit Himalayan peak; stM nature mtervenesi 



Haybe In ipnco, a aitnoe may be. 

On this earth, 1 stiM searchL An eternal quest.... 
For sdence. 


A, 


¥ 


the sound of sflerKe! 


.V/4i/Edimmarayan. 
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Lakshminarayan Nariangadu: Dr. Lakshmi, as he is called at 
GLORIOUSTIMES, is a Professor in Physics, retired from the 
Madras Christian College. He has around 50 publications in 
Scientific Research Journals and Conferences. A few 
textbooks too. He also writes otherwise. When the mood 
sets in, the emotions tingle and words fall in place. In this 
space, he writes both in Tamil and in English. One of his 
spontaneous creations is included here. 
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ONE FOR MY BABY 

His single-mindedness has been gone. 

Became contradictory. 

Relinquished to fight with 
his chimera. 

Now, he denudes, takes off his self. 

Dismembers. 

His lulls have to give shape 
to his own abyss, as well as to open 
the portal of enlightenment he does 
not have without 

identifying the image of his emptiness. 

All his convictions are to be cut off. 

Nor he is not inaudible while having to summarize 
his own epic - a life being 
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not even wrong, 

nor any sigh can be heard. 

She is like no one else. 

In the casino, the piano swallows all the heavy notes 

instead of him, while 

dropping them one by one into an 

imperceptible mouth 

until the culmination. 

A quarter is lost. 

She is forgotten. 

She is no more 
his mirror. 

Her age is wrapped in wistfulness. 

His robotic carrion needs 

life for raising the balance of his money- 

nickel rocking rocks to change the destinies. 


Ill 


He has never hoped to be a better one, 
but he forced himself to become a true story 
of life. 

The entire life, 

he has been a poetic dreamer 

locked inside his oppressive subconscious. 

He has never stopped questioning himself 
about the world around him 
while he was afraid to live. 

Ceaselessly he has balanced his beliefs as he would 

like to bend some sounds 

for no more sadness about the true stories of life. 

Now, she is no more his tomorrow, 
albeit he is still in love with her 
while trying to be 
a compassionate one. 
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Marieta Maglas: Ardus Publications, Sybaritic Press, Prolific 
Press, and some others published the poems of Marieta in 
anthologies like Tanka Journal, edited by Glenn Lyvers, The 
Aquillrelle Wall of Poetry, edited by Yossi Faybish, A Divine 
Madness: An Anthology of Modern Love Poetry, edited by 
John Patrick Boutilier, Near Kin:A Collection of Words and Art 
Inspired by Octavia Estelle Butler, edited by Marie Lecrivain, 
Three Line Poetry #25, edited by Glenn Lyvers, ENCHANTED - 
Love Poems and Abstract Art, edited by Gabrielle de la Fair, 
and Intercontinental Anthology of Poetry on Universal Peace 
and Love, edited by Madan Gandhi. 
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THE SPIRIT OF AMERICA 


The spirit of America 

Remains rooted 

In the risk 

Of living free 

And living free 

Is not a free proposition 

It requires sacrifice 

It requires diligence 

It requires a spirit 

That needs to wander 

Lost or found 

In the desert where doubt 
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Is tested 


And trust made perfect 
Under powder blue skies. 




Mark Antony Rossi: His poetry, criticism, fiction and 
photography have appeared in The Antigonish Review, 
Another Chicago Review, Bareback Magazine, Black Heart 
Review, Collages & Bricolages, Enclave, Expound, GloMag, 
Gravel, Flash Fiction, Japanophile, On The Rusk, Purple Patch, 
Scrivener Creative Review, Sentiment Literary Journal, The 
Sacrificial ,Wild Quarterly and Yellow Chair Review. 

http://markantonvrossi.iigsv.com 
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...AND I FELT CROSS-EYED 

... as the man next to me in front seat of the bus got off, 

another fellow tried to rush in, with the result, in a tangle of 
legs 

we all squirmed and felt annoyed. But the man in a tearing 
hurry, rushed in, 

all the same, and slowly smiled. 


I held off my smile under a gruesome stare but he didn't care. 

Red-hot witticisms boiled in my head, his eyes told me 
something else, 

there was this unmistakable knowing look about it. 


Grimacing, he lifted his left foot and kept it crossed on right 
knee. 
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and pointed a stiff finger at his heel. 


A goodish chunk of it was missing -as if sliced off. 
There was a scab, and the wound seemed not too old. 


No words were exchanged, he just smiled... 


... and I felt cross-eyed. 



Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a 

multilingual writer, poet who liked a wide variety of formats 
- whose life was full of oxymoronic shades, a polymath who 
went from being a specialist to a generalist to a versatilist. 
Mentoring by being a catalyst enthralled him, he wrote on 
serendipity and intuition, conducted workshops on a range of 
subjects and topics. He was a very friendly Santa Claus. 


117 




MOM 

When I think of those 
I know and love 
I can't think of one 
Mom you are the best 

Mom the love you show 
Cannot be measured 
Like a rare gem 
It is always treasured 

You have been my friend 
Throughout the difficulties 
We faced together Mom 
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With your smile you guided me 


My heart stores in 
A lot of memories Mom 
And the depth of love 
Between us is unspoken 

Mom there is no one 
Quite like you 
You helped me grow 
In love trust faith and hope 

No matter how old I become 
I will always be your little girl 
And as I grow up 
I will love you more and more 
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Merlyn Alexander: I hail from Nagercoil, had my schooling 
and college there and did my post-graduation in Botany. 
Surrounded by nature all around our district with tall coconut 
trees fringed sea shores, beginning of the Western Ghats, 
paddy fields and coconut grove, rubber plantations, with 
some red cliff valleys and scattered mountainous terrain, I 
feel blessed that nature has lots to offer for my poems. I'm 
an ardent lover of nature. Other than writing my hobbies 
include painting, craft, travelling music reading and cooking. 
I'm a blogger and I have a cookery blog. I would love to 
publish a cookery book someday. My collection of poems in a 
book. Gimme some time. 

www.alexanderskitchenrecipes.blogspot.com 
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I WILL CELEBRATE 

Someday I will celebrate Love, 
the overflowing, overwhelming tide, 
filling up the mind and soul. 

The long search, the finding,, 
the glorious union- 
I will celebrate Love. 

Someday Iwill celebrate Truth. 

Often elusive, yet unchangeable, 
smothered, but unbeaten. 
Blinding-that searchlight 
that lays all bare- 
I will celebrate Truth. 

Someday I will celebrate Beauty. 
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The enchanting, ever-changing 
beauty of color, form, movement, 
the beauty of freshness and light; 
ever sought after, never soiled. 

I will celebrate Beauty. 

Someday I will celebrate Laughter. 
Throwing back of head- 
deep-throated, light hearted 
uncontrolled and free, 
childlike that pure mirth. 

I will celebrate Laughter. 

Someday I will celebrate Life, 
the simple joy of living. 

Though bogged down and drowning 
still beating the way to the top! 

Life is love, laughter and hope, 

I will celebrate Life. 

Someday I will celebrate Music. 
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Everlasting totality, never dying, 
that song of life and love; 
reaching out, touching, lifting, 
music of heart and soul. 

I will celebrate Music. 

Someday I will celebrate Freedom. 
Freedom to live and love, laugh and grow, 
breaking bonds and chains 
of lies, deceit, hopelessness and despair; 
freedom as a way of life. 

I will celebrate Freedom. 



Minnie Tensingh: I think I have been writing from the age of 
10, contributing to the school and college magazines. Several 
prizes for creative writing and poetry competitions have 
encouraged me to keep at it. Reading is my passion and often 
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distracts me from writing. Currently I am on the verge of 
bringing out a story book targeting children in their pre and 
early teens to encourage reading among children. 
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(loosely based on a painting, courtesy: Sam Carlo) 

A ROOM TO SLEEP 

With the day spent singing You, 

Mon dio, so much love as Thou giveth 
Onto me, my friends and family, 

Whence Thou hath loved me so. 

Prithee, sing for me, once more, 
a song of Thy Bless, a lullaby. 

As i go to sleep, to my room of a Bed, 

Whence the cool night has so descended 
With Agape, stars whence come twinkling. 

As if they are part of Your smiling Eyes, blinking. 

Come, Love mine, Selene, give me sleep. 

To my drowsy intoxicated heart, drenched full 
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By thy love Profound, vast, so Beautiful, 

Come, Peace of BEAUTY, sing for me. 

Do an encore, of Thy song soulful, 

A lullaby, patting me to dreams Thine, 

Filling me, my Room of a Bed, 

Whence you have cared to look at me, of late. 

Sleep be our heart, with Peace and Light 
Of Moon and million twinkling Stars, 

How they glitter like wonderous studs. 

Onto Your Holy Shape, Luminous, 

Come, love. You the Ever glorious. 

Come to my sleepless eyes. 

To my Room of a little, tiny heart. 
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Moinak Dutta: WELCOME! JULEY! BON JOUR! CIAO! 

Me? I am nothing...I'm not a conscious poet...I just scribble; 

For scribbling is like singing spontaneously...It is like dancing 
loving the movements of body...So I live...So I wish to 
depart... 
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ASIDE 

In the morning 
I'm a daughter-in-law 
serving hot tea 
stitching broken bottoms 
cleaning, cooking, frying, 
stirring, wiping my son's nose, 
sometimes nagging with him when 
the ever-complaining man 
watches me. I'm the wife. 

In the day I'm a 

professor, facing young, obsessed, 
girls and boys 
trying hard to look 
professional, wearing the mask 
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of an official fool. 


Again in the afternoon 
Tm a mother, loving, kissing, 
playing, caring, rearing my baby 
hearing the daily saga 
of phone bills, market prices, 
taxes, policies, news-bulletins, 
chiding the maid for chopping 
the vegetables rather small 
or slicing the onions 
in the wrong side. 

In the evening I'm the centerpiece, 
a perfect business butt, 
bargaining at the shop, wearing 
matching lipstick 
thinking of the evening menu 
relishing yet inexpensive 
smiling, smiling, ever 
smiling behind a mysterious 
knowing every 
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detail of mornings, afternoons and the 
never ending nights. 

Yes, in the night 

till he smiles proud and sleeps. 

And then ! And then 
I drag the world to 
my feet, a dreamer that I'm. 

I reach the unreached, swim in 
a world of fancy 
quench my feminine thirst 
dry my ravenous limbs. 

I am every woman 

trickling, pouring my aspirations 

into a mannequin of illusions . 

In the morning I am a 
daughter-in-law, wife, mother, 
researcher again-mute, content (?). 
I'm the goddess 
who knows what are 
the things to happen and 


130 


what not since time 


has itched pockmarks 
in my virgin mud. 

Nandini Sahu: She is a major voice in Indian English poetry, is 
an Associate Professor of English in IGNOU, New Delhi, India; 
she is a creative writer, theorist and folklorist ; she is the 
author/editor of eleven books; has been widely published in 
India, U.S.A., U.K., Africa and Pakistan. Dr.Sahu is a double 
gold medalist in English literature, the award winner of All 
India Poetry Contest, Shiksha Rattan Purashkar and Poiesis 
Award of Honour, 2015. She is the Chief Editor and Founder 
Editor of two bi-annual refereed journals. Interdisciplinary 
Journal of Literature and Language(IJLL) and Panorama 
Literaria. Her areas of research interest cover New 
Literatures, Critical Theory, Folklore and Culture Studies, 
Children's Literature, American Literature and ELT. 

www.kavinandini.blogspot.in 
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MAPS 

Took me 8 years 
Learning to cross the road 
My father would hold my hand 
Till I was 6 
After that 

It became my mom's responsibility 

Because 8 year olds could always hold their mother's hand 

While crossing the road here 

And no one would think 

Any less of them 

No one, but themselves 

After 18 

The warmth of palms 
Changed more rapidly 

132 



No more firm 

Like my father's calloused fingers 
After 18, 

Hands were unsure 
Afraid, even 

But wanting all the same 
And crossing roads was a disaster 
Because we kept forgetting 
What the red light was for 
Other than making us feel 
Lost. 

'Won't we meet again?'- And you'd frown- 'I don't know 
when I'll be back home again' 

And I'd be left 

With the question 

Of what we could have done 

Surely, there was something? 

Soon Delhi would start to sound familiar 
And in every group of people 
I meet 

I'd find someone with whom I share 
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Knowledge 
Of a common street 
I had visited 
In your memories. 

I wouldn't tell you 

But on my phone 

Delhi is marked on maps 

And I know taxi fares 

To your apartment 

From all the major stations. 

But my bags would remain packed 

I'll keep waiting 

For the lights to turn green 

Again 

And in the wait 

We will fiddle with words 

'It's a long way from home'- you pause-1 exhale- 'besides; 
you don't need to do this'. 

So it remains undone. And I'll keep looking 

At the maps 

And wondering what we'd have done 
Surely, there must have been something? 
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Between 8 and 18 
I learnt to cross the roads alone 
And it led me to believe 
Sometimes we don't wait for the lights 
Sometimes 

The lights don't wait for us. 



Nilesh Mondal: He is 22, is an undergraduate in engineering 
by day, and writes poetry at night. Socially awkward and bad 
at conversations, he constantly counts on deadlines and 
pizzas to motivate him. He currently works at Terribly Tiny 
Tales, a storytelling website. You can always find him on 
Instagram as (5)hungoverhamlet, and Facebook. 
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SNIFFLES AND A SORE THROAT 

The windowpanes of my heart rattle 

taking each breath has become an uphill battle. 

With eyes cleansing themselves repeatedly 

hoping to make sense of what lies beyond 

As the red and inflamed jukebox of the soul, 

in a desperate bid to draw attention, 

curtails your words from twenty thousand to twenty. 
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Nivedita Karthik: She is a graduate in Integrated Immunology 
from the University of Oxford who likes reading books and 
travelling. She is an accomplished Bharatanatyam dancer and 
has given many performances. She loves any form of creative 
writing (especially poems) and writes them whenever she 
can. 
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MY GRANDFATHER'S DESK 

was his museum of thoughts; 
artifacts of time enclosed in broken cases: 
the dried ink bottle whose ink 
once filled the margins of an inland letter 
the cloth letter bag's faded black pockets 
which are now famished 

the pen holder made with a cardboard a marked 

'5th grade' - it had to be one of us 

there was a photo frame capturing a laughter 

that rung in his ears every morning 

and a stack of books that were earmarked 

and behind it was a spiral note book 
with the first line - my life 
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the 


pages 

were 

blank 



Nivedita Narsapuram: She is an unschooled student of 
poetry and prose. She writes to make sense of the chaotic 
world around through her stories and poetry. Among her 
other interests, she loves exploring Wisconsin and soaking in 
the warmth of its people and its harsh winters. She blogs at: 
nnivedita.com. 
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My toils 

Have made my world small 
In my tribulous zeal 
To create some music 
So I can dance later. 

My soul wants to dance now 
But joy, my only companion 
And all this lonely laughter 
Misses you. 

So I wait outside your heart 
Reluctant to knock 
Thinking why 
Would you want someone 
Like me 

Who shares but 
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Another mood of mine... 



I feel you revelling 
From far away without me 
And I am here missing you. 
I want to be rude 
Shatter your joy 
Only to have you pay 
Total attention to me. 

But I simply wait 
For you to come home 
After your celebration 
Jealous of pleasure 
That doesn't involve me. 
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Panjami Anand: I am an occult practitioner by profession and 
I see every day it is hard to be honest in a brutal world that 
demands the best facade even at the cost of one's inner well¬ 
being. Sometimes it helps to know that we are all fighting 
secret battles and we are not the only ones in pain. I love to 
observe human relationships and nothing inspires my writing 
more. Thus the dominating theme of all my writings are 
conflicts and triumphs of the same. I thank each and every 
one who has encouraged me to better my expression. 
Gratitude for reading! 
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Death, be proud, 

You can knock anybody down 
No comparisons. 

President, or a low worker 

Beauty Queen or Prostitute 

No one escapes your Embrace. 

Conquering Monarch 

With a sweep you may slay a thousand 

Or choose a single escort 

Go on with your journey. 

Do you know you are never alone 
Scared to travel alone 
You need an Escort back home 
You pick someone to go with you 
Sometimes a newborn baby 
An old beggar or a powerful King 
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Does not matter 


You need an Escort. 

Have you lost your GPRS 
Your compass 

Cant you find your way home 

You always take an Escort 

Are you scared of travelling alone 

You need someone to drive your chariot. 

Death be proud 

Your face visible 

All over the globe 

Recognizable, though feared 

You are not a Welcome Guest 

Yet you walk in Majestically 

Through small huts and palace doors 

People try to stop you 

You walk in Majestically 

Leave the abode with grace 
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People mourn, grieve, yell, scream 
Some even do small talk 
Some go to the bar, get drunk 
You walk by them with pretended Grace 
With your newfound Escort. 

Death Be Proud 

All the world is a bevy of Escorts, Death. 



Parasuram Ramamoorthi: Poet with three published 
volumes of Poetry. Norwich Musings (2003); Fire courts 
Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with twelve plays 
published and Performed.Autism Advocate and Pioneer in 
the file of Drama for Autism. Chairman VELVI www.velvi.org 
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A GRAVE THOUGHT 

Whilst rummaging around 
Upon the sacred ground 

Of an olde and well worn graveyard in the towne 
I tripped upon a stone 
That had fallen all alone 

In the olde and well worn graveyard in the towne 

I scampered to my feet 

And guess whom I did meet 

In that olde and well-worn graveyard in the towne 

I really shouldn't boast 

But it was the very ghost 

From the olde and well-worn graveyard in the towne 
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I asked him who he was 


And he said his name was Boz 

From that olde and well-worn graveyard in the towne 

Now as true as hens are chickens 

I am sure that this was Dickens 

In that olde and well-worn graveyard in the towne 



Late Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and became 
a professional in the field of vibration and acoustics. He was 
awarded a Fellowship of the Society of Environmental 
Engineers. He has two sons and a daughter and 3 grandsons. 
He has written a number of technical papers, which were 
published internationally, before turning attention to writing 
poetry, short stories and a children's novel. He also founded 
The Young Poet Society. He has published a novel, "The Elfin 
Child," which is available through Amazon, Barnes and Noble 
and at www.elfinchild.com 
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In December 2013, he was diagnosed with terminal Motor 
Neuron Disease. He spent the last years of his life 
concentrating on raising awareness regarding the disease. 
Philip G. Bell passed away on October 8, 2015. 
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LET SOME ONE FERRY ME 

Thunder has come 
Lightening too 

Waiting I am, peeping through 
The ajar door of a parched earth 
Will she come, 

I can smell the petrichor 
Will she come? 

Let her come sizzling, down 

Pouring my heart 

I love her trickling down 

Drop by drop like scattered illuminating stars 

Rain for me nothing but a consciousness 
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A drenched thought 

A liquid form of words that immerse in the pool of poetry 

Rain for me is the face of a mysterious women reminding me 
time and again of my defeated past! 

I am prepared to dance now 

The night has metamorphosed in to liquid darkness and 
starts flowing 

Let someone Don hand 

I am drowning 

Swimming for me in memory land has become thing of the 
past 

Sound and fury everywhere 

Barking helter skelter the sky 

All that I want a paper boat of dream of her eyes 

Let someone ferry me 
I am drowning in the whirlpool 
Of a navel 
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Let not rain come to write an epithet!! 



Prahallad Satpathy: He hails from Balangir district of Odisha 
(India) is a bilingual poet. He writes both in Odia and English. 
So far he has published three anthologies of poetry in Odia to 
his credit. His poems have been published in national 
anthologies like Scaling Heights and international anthologies 
like GLOBAL ANTHOLOGY ON PEACE AND HARMONY, HAPPY 
ISLE, FEELINGS INTERNATIONAL, etc. By profession. Dr. 
Satpathy is a Reader in Economics, at present in Rajendra 
autonomous college, Balangir (Odisha). He has represented 
Odisha Sahitya Academy as honorary member for two 
consecutive terms. 
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WORLDS APART 

We were late. Again. 

We sneaked in to gain 
Two last seats for the lectures 
Syncing into chalk screeches. 

We worked in silence and stillness, 
We listened a lot, we committed less 
We had moved sideways 
More for movement, than for grace 

We found a way to be worlds apart 
Always in orbit, but a few miles short. 
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Prasanna H: I have lived in Villivakkam, Chennai all my life. I 
live across the street from where I was born. I have had the 
company of some exceptional people all my life like my 
grandparents, parents, brother, relatives, school friends, 
college mates, office mates, home boys and girls and the 
Glotimers. When I am not hanging out, I read, watch movies, 
start things I won't complete, listen to music, be angry, 
frustrated, blissful, hyper and dancing. 
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WHERE WOULD I LIKE THE WIND TO TAKE ME? 

Oh wind! Take me on your magic carpet to Mansarovar, 

The land of tranquility, pristine peaks and pure waters, 

The place of soul comforting calm, peace, clean air and 
quietitude. 

0 wind take me to the land of the rising sun. 

That my eyes may feast on cherry blossoms and Fujiyama. 
0 wind take me to New Zealand, 

To appreciate Nature's untouched, virgin beauty! 

0 wind take me to Kanyakumari, 

The confluence of three oceans. 

An amazing blend of colours. 

Leave me there, 0 wind, in the sacredness of the place. 

Till the light goes out of my eyes. 

And my soul transcends the mundane. 
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Pratima Apte: I am an English Hons. Graduate of Delhi 
University. I am a homemaker, recently turned grandmother! 

I used to write sporadically in the Pune edition's Women's 
page of the Indian Express. I love reading and writing, words 
are my world. My interests in reading are self-help books, 
spiritual and cookbooks and fiction. Books by Ayn Rand, 
Taylor Caldwell, Leon Uris, J Krishnamurthy, Dan Brown have 
been my favourites, as also layman's homeopathy, astrology 
and medical books. 


155 





I feel ashamed of living here 
Women are unsafe everywhere 
Cry aloud to all, to the king and the beggar 
To all men folk, young and old 
Born here as a girl, not her fault 
Like you, she has the right to live 
Don't tear off her into pieces 
Remember, your mother is also a woman. 



Where I am 

The morning is without sunlight 
People hesitate to wake up 
Sleeping or pretend to be sleeping 
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Where are my sisters 

Say, monsters swallowed them. 



Praveen Ranjit: He is a creative writer who gets inspiration 
from nature to social issues and enjoys writing poems on 
love, life, compassion, happiness, human relations nature's 
beauty etc. At a very young age he developed his writing 
skills, published poems in various anthologies and periodicals 
and received many awards of excellence. He was a professor 
in the Department of Commerce, St. Albert's college, Kochi, 
Kerala from 1981 to 2014. 
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I dreamt of death, and of the dead this afternoon. People 
falling off buildings, into ditches, people burning themselves, 
people jumping off buildings to escape burns like ants. I saw 
a soldier point a gun at a child who had frozen midway, stone 
pelting. I saw a woman mid scream, her tears not falling from 
her eyes but bursting from her body as if she were a fountain 
of tears. I saw people falling into ditches and people 
shovelling dirt on them. When I woke up my mind was full of 
names like Hiroshima, Godhra, Kashmir, Auschwitz, 
Jharkhand, Sierra Leone... A ball of jumbled names and words 
frantically running through my head.... 


I wish I'd dreamt of love... Of how my fingers found yours, 
unaware, during the rehearsal at Bhavan's, how I sunk into 
your warmth the first night we spent together and you said 
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my breathing was loud as the waves, of how when we first 
made love, you knew it was my first and yet you knew I was 
wounded... 


I wondered how many lovers found each other the way we 
did, how many waged the war that we waged, how many 
surrendered to the norms of the world. 


In my head I invented stories about lovers falling for each 
other and finding each other in the places jumbled up inside 
my head. And everything started moving backwards, the 
ditches were undug, people flew out of them and scurried 
home, planes flew out of buildings, soldiers unloaded their 
guns, children dropped the stones they had picked up.... 


Everything was moving backwards and I held the emptiness 
in my arms closer, all I could say was, come home, come 
home now. 
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Priyesha Lobinha Cdo: I am a creature of the dark, like a 
firefly. People of light, who have never been brave enough to 
face it don't understand it and hence despise it. Does light 
not blind you as much as darkness does? The fireflies know 
better, they owe it to the night, it's what makes them so 
beautiful. 


160 



m- 



■0 

♦ 



:< 



SML 

gettyi mages' 

MOatM 




EGO-FRIENDLY POEM 

This is an ego-friendly poem. 

It is trying very hard to be. 

This poem is not trying to say 
anything new dear reader, be¬ 
cause it concedes to you that power. 

It is not trying to make a po¬ 
int because it admits that you, de¬ 
ar reader, have a point and it 
will not contest that. Oh no never. 

It will criticise nobody for 

who could have more right than you, to make 

a fair assessment, dear reader? 
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Neither does this poem praise any¬ 
one, not even you, dear reader, 
because that again is a form of 
judgment and that is best left to you. 

It is not even trying to do 
something smart because, again, who is 
smart and who is not, dear reader? 

This poem will not even claim that 
it is ego-friendly. That too is 
judgmental, is it not? And that right 
too, is yours alone, dear reader. 

So this tries so hard, dear reader 
to be an ego-friendly poem. 
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Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: He moonlights as an award¬ 
winning copywriter by day and daylights as an award-wanting 
poet by night, and sandwiches an archaeology course, 
running two literary clubs, astronomy, the occasional trek, 
some peer counselling for suicide prevention, and learning 
languages in between. He thinks he is funny, but his friends 
vehemently disagree. 
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SHIFT 


A Shift in mind, like the speeding 
Quill of etherealized Bird on the 
Azure Blue, dreaming of its unfettered 
Freedom, wishing the same for all below. 

It has no time to wander below 
The pandering pulp of dragon group. 

It soars higher and delighted, enjoys 
A shift, the need of the hour. 

Does contracted mankind think 
In the same line? I know not. 

Rather breaks the limbs and 
Pamper the ego corroded for long. 
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A shift is the travelogue 
of perpetuated Memory and Meaning. 
A desired departure to Moorings 
and venues of your tastes and likes. 

Every now and then the Etherealized 
Bird, looks below, the ebb and flow 
Of waves, unfathomable gyrations. 

Of whales and fish dive up and down. 

Wonders, for them living in water life 
Is Flow, but for unthinking, unaccepting 
Man, Life is a deflated Balloon. Prideful, 
Flapping it sings. Shift is my Gift. 


165 



WHAT IS A HOME? INTROSPECTION 


Though there is not much difference between the terms 
Home and House, there is perceptible definition and 
demarcation line between these two, I humbly opine. The 
question always rises in many a people's minds and raises 
too many queries. It has too many links and reservations too. 
Yet, I personally feel to be at home is to be more 
comfortable, not merely cosy with warmth but a personal 
longing with a sense of belonging too. I humbly feel that a 
home is a place where you are not housed simply with a 
mechanical take. A home is a place where you have your own 
likes and dislikes, remember and adorn that every corner and 
shelf of your choice and veneration, more of an abode of 
worshipfully pertaining aura permeating you, yourself, 
around you and the persons you interact with. Every plank 
and panel, nook and corner, shelf and seat move with a 
serenity and sanctity; for in your home of your stay and live 
and life, there is an affinity and security; exceptions are 
always there. This line of argument is only with respect to the 
demarcation between the two. For instance, when we say 
that soldiers are housed or accommodated it is with a 
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specific purpose. In our day-to-day life, it is only with a 
common purpose. In our homes we move with freedom and 
warmth, whereas 'house' forays with restrictions of 
movement possibly. Most of us live in our homes, where 
there is care and consciousness, give and take. Home is 
home. 



S. Radhamani: She was born in Madras, did B.A. English 
,obtained M.A. English from Venkateswara University, 
Tirupati, did her doctoral thesis on W.H.Auden's Plays, 
subsequently obtained PGDTE from CIEFL (Hyderabad). A 
Professor of English with 31 years of teaching experience in a 
post-graduate and research institution, published four books 
of poems and one book of short story, widely published and 
anthologized, guided M.phil research scholars and PhD 
candidates, and a reviewer and critic. Also published poems 
and short stories in many websites, presented papers in 
National and International conferences. 
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ANOTHER LOVE SONG 

/Vf PI /Vf 

Sunday slides in a sunset 
as i wade through my words 
to write you another love song 

the moon looks perfect 
in all it's loneliness, 
i wrestle my emotions 
like a lesser mortal 

summer swayed by 
and february came to me 
like a unkept promise 
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prayers became paragraphs 
but you're still not here 
by my side 

one day i'll defeat 
the fleet of gods 

then not even you 
can rob yourself 
of me 



Rajesh Jethwani: He was born in Madras and has done his BA 
in economics. He now takes care of his family business and 
has his own online store. His love for tea resulted in a 
beautiful tea house he now runs along with his best friends. 
He loves train journeys, photography, eating out and playing 
cricket. He loves writing and reading love poems. His poem 
was first published last year in South Africa. 
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IF YOU CAN'T 

If you can't 

Hold me 
Till eternity 
You can at least 
Touch me 

For a fleeting moment, 

If you can't 
Give me 
The sunshine 
Of happiness 
You can at least 
Bequeath me 
A ray of joy. 

If you can't 
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Heal 

My burning wounds 
You can at least 
Caress 

My tired scars. 

If you can't 
Give me 

A spring of commitment 
You can at least 
Give me 
An autumn 
Of hope. 

If you can't 
Stem the cascade 
Of unshed tears 
You can at least 
Dry 

My moist eyes 

If you can't 
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Sing 

A lyric of love 
You can at least 
Express 

A comma of concern. 

If you can't 
Join the neon lights 
Of the procession 
To my pyre 
You can at least 
Light a solitary lamp 
At my grave. 

Sweetheart.... 

All I want 
Is a little space 
In a tiny corner 
Of your heart, 

Like 

A footnote 

In an autobiography. 
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Ramendra Kumar: What would you call a person who is a 
writer by passion, a story teller by obsession, a mentor by 
aspiration and a communicator by profession? You would 
probably call him insane. Well, we call him Ramen. 
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DEATH SHOWS ME SNOW 

when death came for me 

i asked him to carry me 

(him, not her, death can't be a female) 

through snow, not fire. 

have you never seen snow? 
he asked half in pity and i 
said, have seen ice on sticks, 
in cups, as slabs, hailstorms, 
cubes and nuts, as frozen fisheyes. 
never snow, so, he made me ride 
in a glass tube where it snowed 
always and all my beloved ones 
watched me travel in style 
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through the glassy snow. 


i realized that snow was just frozen sperms, 
they broke through frozen ova and formed 
frozen zygotes till the tube warmed up and then 
heated to impossible temperatures akin to 
several suns and when the tube ride ended 
we were all emptied into a viscous ocean 
that rumbled and yawned in the pangs 
of creation. 

when i woke up in the hospital bed 
i was surrounded by evolving creatures 
who all sang a requiem sweetly for me, 
so sweet my eyes brimmed over 
with distilled remorse and when i asked them 
who they were, they cried in unison 
'children of death!' 

cool, aren't they? 
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Ravi Shanker (Ra Sh): He translates from Malayalam and 
Tamil to English and vice versa. Published English translations 
of stories by Bama (Tamil), Mother Forest (from Malayalam) 
and Waking is Another Dream (Sri Lankan Tamil Poetry) and 
for Anthologies of Dalit literature published by OUP and 
Penguin India. Published poems in magazines, journals and 
anthologies. He is one of the five contributing poets to the 
anthology, "A Strange Place Other Than Earlobes'' (five voices 
seventy poems). A collection of his poetry, "Architecture of 
Flesh" was published by Paperwala in 2015. E-mail: 
shankeran@gmail.com 

Blog: bonoboland.wordpress.com 
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AESTIVATION 

The road is an arid breath 
wheezing through barren boughs 


I unpacked you on the green bed 

My hair flying wild 

Bees humming about silken valleys 


We left together to explore the trail 
of a dust-swept summer 
Drunk bees still buzzed in hordes 
till a flycatcher caught up with us 
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Your summer, a mirage 
A shimmering wall of sorrow 
Dry-eyed, I listened to its howl 
They lamented in Nizwa and Sohar 
yet you held your sorrow in 
waiting for Khareef 


The Hajar mountains twisted to get 

a glimpse of tourists 

fooled by bursts of paper blooms 


Parched, we returned 
A white eye of a flycatcher followed us 
The wall wept then at my infecundity 


But in my rucksac, carefully preserved roots lived 
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To soak in tap water at leisure 

and bring forth a trail of sprouting greens 

I smelt then 

the base notes of a buried south-westerly monsoon 
feeling buds of earthy love 
from this land of hidden green 
burst open beneath dry skin 



Reena Prasad: is a poet/writer from India, currently living in 
Sharjah (United Arab Emirates). Her poems have been 
published in several anthologies and journals e.g. The 
Copperfield Review, First Literary Review-East, Angle Journal, 
Poetry Quarterly, Lakeview International Journal etc. She is 
also the Destiny Poets UK's, Poet of the year for 2014 and 
one of the editors of The Significant Anthology released in 
July 2015. More recently, she was adjudged second in the 
World Union Of Poet's competition, 2016. She writes at 
Butterflies Of Time. 
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NEELIMA 

Neelima used to be a Facebook friend. 

Not anymore, (maybe she 

blocked me, or deactivated her 

Facebook account, or died) 

Fler profile picture, as I remember now- 

was a serene landscape with rocky mountains and a 
waterfall. 

It all started 

when she sent a friend request to me, 
we didn't have mutual friends. 

In the small hours of day I messaged her 'hi' 

And she replied promptly. 

In less than an hour- we were speaking on phone. 
She said, she was studying BTech, 
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that she stays in a girl's hostel. 

And thus, we spoke till dawn. 

She phoned that night, 
and we spoke till next day. 

From then, we spoke every day; 

She said that her father will kill her 

if he comes to know 

that she was talking with me. 

Another time, she said that 

she will get married 

with her cousin, in 6 months. 

She said she disliked her cousin- 
I said- she need not to marry him; 

She heaved a memorable sigh. 

And thus, our phone calls continued for 2 months- 
I talked about Socialist Utopia, 

Annihilation of Caste, Dictatorship of the proletariate 
and withering away of state. 

She talked about life, 

sentiments, emotions, sadness, family and death. 


181 


One day she called 10 times, 
and I didn't see the phone; 

I was busy. 

And she called 5 times, that evening; 

I didn't take the call, 

though I saw that she was calling- 

I was busy. 

And later, I called her- 

The phone rang but no one answered. 

I called again, and then again. 

The phone was switched off, it said. 

I searched for her in Facebook- but I didn't find her. 

I waited for some days, but of no avail. 

I moved on. Life propelled itself. The world changed. 

At times, I dream of 
a serene landscape, 
rocky mountains and a waterfall. 
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And I wake from sleep- 
and cry inconsolably. 



Ro Hith: He is a poet and a medico from Andhra Pradesh, 
writing poetry since 7 years. His poetry has been published in 
various online magazines, including Muse India, The Four 
Quarterly, Istanbul Review, Kritya, New Mirage Journal and 
print magazines like Kavya English, which was applauded and 
complimented by various senior poets. Currently, he is 
working on his first book of poems, which will be published 
shortly and an online magazine that deals with progressive 
poetry and translations from various Indian languages. 
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HAPPENSTANCE 



it was on a dry branch of a pine tree 
by the Civic Auditorium where 
a sparrow built her necessary nest 

how could she know that the city plans 
to tear down this building or that a 
crow has been watching for her eggs 

to hatch and then on a cloudy afternoon 
when she is gone after some bug he 
swoops in and takes a chick for his 

lunch to tear it apart on nearby ledge 
then fly off unseen cawing his crow cry 
that says ha! only I can hide in the sky 
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Robert Klein Engler: He lives in Omaha, Nebraska and 
sometimes New Orleans. Many of Robert's poems, stories 
and photographs are set in the Crescent City. His long poem. 
The Accomplishment of Metaphor and the Necessity of 
Suffering, set partially in New Orleans, is published by 
Headwaters Press, Medusa, New York, 2004. He has received 
an Illinois Arts Council award for his "Three Poems for 
Kabbalah." If you google his name, then you may find his 
work on the Internet. Link with him at Facebook.com to see 
examples of his recent paintings and photographs. Some of 
his books are available at Lulu.com. Visit him on the web at 
RobertKleinEngler.com 

e: RKIeinEngler(g)aol.com 
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THE WOOD FIRE VARIABLES 

Fire was variable 
dry wood 
first 

Was severe 
Again 
The ash 
Again 

Smoke remains 
Leaving traces 
Fire clothed 
Red 

Are in the air 
This wood 
Fire was variable 
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Was eating 
Is not Skht 
Is not wood 
The pile of ash 
This wood 
Fire was variable 

The first appearance was different 

Right now rest Haya 

Liwas were many ups 

Body turned black 

Naked 

It is waged by fire 

No one is left worth 

The ash was shy 

First Red 

It now has 

Fire was variable 

No fire wood was variable 
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Rohit Kumar Goutam: I am from Jhansi (UP), am a B. Tech 
graduate. I love to write as it relieve stress. It works for me 
and can show others a different way of looking at things 
around them. I am not published anywhere yet. 
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MY VIVID THOUGHTS 

Thoughts that freely come down 
To my Always agitated mind, 

No matter the frame Of time 
Or emotional state I am found! 

Thoughts that constantly come 
Like crystal clear raindrops 
Or dried leaves in the Fall 
That have to be picked up 
Before they are swept away 
By the an unpredictable gale 
And no matter what, I can't control 
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Whether I am out or at home! 


Original thoughts that appear 
In multiple styles and forms 
To be translated in magic words 
That later on become poems 
Expressing pain, joy, anger or love 
But That I Hope they will touch 
And inspire the whole World! 



Romeo Della Valle: Born in a beautiful island named 
Quisqueya or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish parents 
and coming to America very young with a goal, mainly, to 
succeed in life and be happy. As a citizen of the world, there 
is not race, color, or religious beliefs that would stop me from 
searching for happiness...! have become through times 
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passed that I am a man with a Vision and a clear mission: 'To 
spread my message of Love an Peace throughout the World 
and if my poetry can touch a single soul in the World, then I 
would gladly die leaving my clear footprints behind! 

www.romeodellavalle.com 
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I see light up there 
through the paltry opening, 
as if rays of hope 
shimmering with the sunshine 
The darkest hours are gone, 
feel The God arising 
and I bow thy lord 
as i witness 

this miracle happening. 
Now my wait to feel 
the first sunlight ends 
and am blessed with 
the light 

tearing the sky apart 
to merge with my soul. 

I feel like making 
a wish now, 

"may there be 
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light and only light 
in our bountiful lives 
which fills up 
all our ignorance" 


Satya Vadlamani: She hails from Hyderabad and works for a 
construction company. She likes to experiment on various 
poetry forms with diverse genres and feel that one should be 
exposed to enjoyable forms of writing. She writes poetry 
under the pseudonym "uniqusatya" and also blogs at 
uniqusatya.wordpress.com. Her works are published in 
anthologies like The Gospel', Taj Mahal review' and in 
various online poetry magazines, viz. 'Word weavers' 'Writing 
geeks'. She is also a co-founder and organiser at Twin cities 
poetry club, Hyderabad who recently launched their first 
anthology, 'Lakadikapool-The poetry bridge', written by the 
members of the club. 
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(Rising sun photograph appears courtesy of Nicoie Tayior whose work can be found at 
Writingunderstars.com} 

A PERFECT RAGE 

She said the sun was angry that day 
as it reluctantly stretched 
out from beneath the sheets, 
let out a tired yawn, 
and dutifully went about 
the morning ritual of rising. 

She said the sun was beautiful 
despite such a mood 
as its light was cast 
upon the weary world 
in the form of weeping rays 


194 


that soothe our hearts 


with a natural salve 
to remedy all darkness. 

And I thought to myself, 
hell, in this wicked world 
where everything burns 
in the end, 
it's not so strange 
to feel a bit angry 
at the fact 

that you're to blame. 

And I also thought 
about how her inner fire 
is the most beautiful 
source of light 
I've felt in ages, 
and so somehow 
it all balances out 
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in perfect order. 



Scott Thomas Outlar: He hosts the site 

17Numa.wordpress.com where links to his poetry, fiction, 
and essays can be found. His chapbook "Songs of a Dissident" 
(Transcendent Zero Press) was released in 2015 and is 
available on Amazon. His poetry collections "Happy Hour 
Hallelujah" (CTU Publishing) and "Chaos Songs" (Longsword 
Press) are both forthcoming in 2016. 
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DON'T BLAME YOURSELF 

or build paradise out of your faults and miseries, 
don't ask your tired nerves for a halo made out of truth, 
or demand unexpected serenity of a vision. 

Please, try to understand, the world 

couldn't care less. Don't mislead or deceive or fight 

or turn tomorrow into an opportunity. 

Don't plan equilibrium and reason for yourself 
—always a good shade. Pay attention to your obsession 
with the imaginary moon, silver-plate your phantom's song. 
Any day's a good beginning. 

An hour can be agreed upon. 

Don't hurry, it's like a scuba-diver 
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groping the waters of the sea. 

Without fear but with the passing grace 
of a man who has never known 
to where he is going. 



Sergio A. Ortiz: He is the founding editor of Undertow Tanka 
Review. His collections of Tanka, For the Men to Come 
(2014), and From Life to Life (2014) were released by 
Amazon. He's a two time Pushcart nominee and a four time 
Best of the Web nominee. His poems have been publish in 
over four hundred journals and anthologies. 
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ON FATHER'S DEATH 

(Translation of Nida Fazli's Waalid ki Wafaat Par in English) 

On Your death 

I didn't come to recite fateha 
Because I know 
You cannot die 

Whosever had spread the news of your death 
is a lair 

Was it you when 

A dried leaf, blown by the wind was broken 
My eyes are 

seized in your sight till now 
Whatever I see 
I think 
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It is the same 


Your world which was based on both good and bad name 
Nothing has been changed till now 
Your hands 

Still breathes in my fingers 

Whenever I pick pen and paper to write anything 

I see you sitting on my chair 

Whatever blood I have in my veins 

that is yours 

Flows with all failures and successes 

Hidden in my voices 

is your mind 

You are in my sickness 

You are in my helplessness 

Whosever had written your name on your grave 

is a liar 

I am buried in your grave 
You are alive in me 

Whenever you get time recite fateha on it. 
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Insaan jab dard ki inteha se guzar jata hai, 
Phir koi bhi taqieef koi mayne nahi rakhti. 



Shamenaz: Doctorate with specialization on Sub-continent 
Women Writers and a teacher residing in Allahabad, which is 
my birthplace and a city very close to my heart. I have a 
passion for reading and writing which is above all anything 
for me, and recently, for poetry, and have published many 
poems in E-journals & magazines in India. I am a great nature 
lover and love to write poetry based on it but I also like to 
write on various issue relating our everyday lives. I have 
presented papers in Seminars/Conferences all over India and 
have published papers in many refereed journals in India and 
abroad. I am in the Editorial board of journals: Literary 
Miscellany, CLOJ ( Cyber Literature, Research Access, 
Expression, The Context & IJRHS ( Jordan). I am the Guest 
Editor of 'The Context' Volume 2, issue 3. I have served as a 
Chairperson of Women Cell of my College, AIET & Cultural 
Incharge, AIET since 5 years. I am a freelancer, who writes 
reviews, articles & blogs. 
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BRIDGE OF THOUGHTS 

A long cement coloured bridge 
Hanging on its hinges 
Chasm covered bridge 
Though water peeped in from edges 

Land, that cannot be seen from afar 
But nearer, as though from a door ajar 
Pearly white, shimmering in the sunlight 
Like precious gems pressed on moonlight 

Walking in, atop the chasm covered bridges 

Through peepholes and stars 

Will I reach the shore 

My mind, unburdening, like that of yore 
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Peaceful and white, the sands beckoned on 


Will I reach there ruefully I thought on 
A little more of the bridge 
A little more of sand, slowly I trudged 
The destination beckoning 


Covering a vast area of my mind's reckoning 



Shobha Warrier: Born near Trichur in Kerala, she did her 
schooling in Mumbai and Chennai. Shobha was highly 
influenced by her maternal grandfather who was a 
distinguished Sanskrit scholar. Shobha had a keen interest in 
languages, be it prose or poetry, from her school days. She 
completed B.A. and M.A. in English Literature as also B.Ed. 
She has also worked as a teacher in schools for some time. 
Shobha's father, K. Ramakrishna Warrier, is a distinguished 
writer in Malayalam, and recipient of the Sahitya Akademi 
award for his contribution in Sanskrit. Shobha is married to 
an engineer and has one daughter. 
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(From his upcoming novel "Indian Scotch") 

What do you do with somethinj^ 

^hat exists and then does not; 
the soul of man who 
does and then does not? 

The nakedness of the world 
set upon by the wilds: 
cloistered, destroyed and 
then nioniinienred! 

Give me trials and sifiiarions, 
give me blessings from Hell. 

Set my pedestal on the edge of a precipk^^ 

k And then let me live. 
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Shreekumar Varma: He is an Indian author, playwright, 
newspaper columnist and poet. He received the R. K. 
Narayan Award for Excellence in Writing in English in 2015. 
He is known for the novels Lament of Mohini, Maria's Room, 
Devil's Garden: Tales Of Pappudom, The Magic Store of Nu- 
Cham-Vu and the historical book for children, Pazhassi Raja: 
The Royal Rebel Born as HH Prince Punartham Thirunal of the 
Travancore Royal Family, he is the great great grandson of 
the artist Raja Ravi Varma and grandson of Regent Maharani 
Sethu Lakshmi Bayi, the last ruling Maharani of Travancore. 
He is married to Geeta Varma (poet, teacher and columnist) 
and has two children, Vinayak and Karthik. 
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ODE TO MY MOTHER! 

I do not know what tear is, 

because you never let me cry O' my mother! 

I do not know what struggle is, 

because you never let me be deprived of anything O' my 
mother ! 

I do not know what thorn is. 

Because you always let my feet to tread the path of roses O' 
my mother ! 

I do not know what hatred is. 

Because you always showered your love on me O' my mother 


I do not know who God is. 

Because, I always found him inside you only O' my mother! 

You are you only; you cannot be compared to anyone O' my 
mother !!! 
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Proud to be your child and thank God to make you my 
mother, O' my mother!!!! 



Sonia Gupta (BDS, MDS): She hails from Dera Bassi, near 
Chandigarh, India. Though, a doctor by profession, yet poetry 
is her passion. She started writing in 2006 and her journey of 
poetry continued afterwards. Her many poems got a place in 
various Hindi magazines and English anthology books. 
Recently she became an established poetess after getting her 
two Hindi poetry books published. Her three English poetry 
books are releasing soon. Besides poetry, she is fond of 
paintings, singing, cooking, knitting, designing, stitching and 
embroidery too!!! 

E-mail: Sonia.4840(g)gmail.com 
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THE FINAL CALL 

The ego of " 1 " is unworkable 

Our souls are intertwined like redwood forest 

We exist together or disappear 

Easy explanation to the state earth and life 

Earth is being exploited beyond its limit 

Relation of love & divinity has turned into vengeance 

Whisper of tragedy is turning louder with each passing 
moment 

Flood, tsunami, earthquake or draught are indiscriminate 
affair 

Is it justice of nature to balance the law of co-existence 

Or final effort of awakening the lost love to revive 

As being the main exploiter of nature in every possible ways 

Accountability of this catastrophic situation rests on human 
race 
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we are sitting on threshold of the patience of divine 
just take the call now 

Act together to correct it or be ready for non-existence!!! 



Subhash Chandra Rai: Nonconformist by birth, wearing 
emotions on sleeve. Enjoying path less travelled and being 
myself. 


209 


Experiments with Haiku, Senryu 



WOMAN'S BEST FRIEND 

Breeze on my face 

New scent tickling his muzzle - 

A perfect walk 



SUMMER HEAT 

Blade of golden grass 
Under boot buckled in brass 
Trampled - hopeless, dying. 
Scorching Sun, 

Quivering yellowed grass - 
Forest ablaze. 
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ON STAGE 



knees jitterbugging, 

sweat beading, hearts thumping while 

in the wings waiting— 

my son takes his bow on stage 

happy confidence oozing 



OUTSIDE 


Stone boundary wall 

Edged with glittering shards of glass 

Field of grass beyond 

Stretching, at the horizon 

A line of office buildings My world encompassed 
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Sumita Dutta: She is a photographer and the proprietor of 
Adlsh Photo Art. She has a degree in Fine Arts (Painting) from 
Chitrakala Parishad, Bangalore. She loves writing both poetry 
and prose. She resides in the southern end of Chennai with 
her two sons, her father, a cat and a dog. Find her blog at: 
https://zippvthoughts.wordpress.com/ 
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SKY ISLANDS 

A swift hand 

unseen 

creates 

some enchanting scenes 
in the sky. 

there strewn around—the golden islands, a flowing creek, 
almost in red-flames. 

The setting sun pours molten lava 
on the darkening blue-dome 
clouds sail majestically and then stand 

the fading light plays on. 
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you see the little islands spread out, 

here-there 

jutting into the 

scarlet creek- waters that are trapped 
between 

a divine spectacle unfolds— daily 
enrapturing the inseparable duo of 
little Rahul and wheezing grand-pa 
on the terrace of their Mumbai home. 


Sunil Sharma: He is a writer based in Mumbai, India. A 
college principal, he has published four books of poems, two 
books of shorts and a novel in English, apart from co-editing 
six literary anthologies. He edits Episteme: 

http://www.episteme.net.in/ 
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VERSE WAYS 

What a way to begin a day 

Searching for words 

That would have strung their say. 

Sometimes they would scamper at my feet 
Their wordy alignments a wordster's treat. 

Each one pregnant with meaning 
Slow and portentious 
Only it was my own feeling. 

At times they would hide behind stupor screens 
At others each marched in unplanned pattern 
And seemed a bit slipshod and slattern. 

In the end however they made some sense 
Clobbered and harnessed effervescence. 
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Usha Chandrasekharan: She is a believer in the power of the 
universe, in the power of positive energy, in the power of 
words, in the power of good intentions. She has two children 
both of good literary prowess, both creative in their own 
way. 
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1 ^Wm 

1 

r 

Sill 



Drawn into Mark's blue and white landscape 
Pulled irresistibly into the Facebook abyss 
That heady cocktail to escape himself 
Every inbox chat that seduced 
Meant an hour less to connect with his core 
Every post he dissected 
Somewhere a book sacrificed 
A walk forsaken 

The cacophony of virtual friends and likes 

Drunk on notifications 

Seduced by games people played 

He logged in to escape the gnawing hollow inside 

And went to bed 

Ten shades lonelier 
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Vandana Kumar: She is a bon vivant who loves travelling, 
working with young minds and exploring creative possibilities 
beyond the ordinary. She has done her masters in History 
from Lady Shri Ram College and her Diplome from the 
Alliance Fran^aise de Delhi. She is a French teacher in a 
couple of schools and private institutes and also translates 
for various publishing houses and corporates. An active 
member of various quiz clubs across Delhi-she has a soft 
corner for Kolkata where she spent her childhood. Her 
various passions include singing, playing the piano, 
composing music and participating in local antakshari 
competitions. She describes herself as a dreamer...a 
wanderer and a certified incurable romantic...the romantic 
moorings worsened with all her fancy French studies. Poetry 
for her is her stress buster -her flight of fancy-and strangely - 
what keeps her rooted too. 


218 




HUSH! SOMEONE'S BUSY FALLING IN LOVE 

She'd keep count of 

the number of people 

who came and 

left without notice, 

the number of passwords 

she forgot, 

and the rainbow 

coloured stars she painted 

in her sky. 

she'd keep count 

of how long she took 

to finish her assignment 

and the number of novels, 

she had read more than twice. 
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She'd keep count 
of everything under the sky, 
except, how much 
she loved herself 
when no one else did, 
not because it didn't matter, 
but because she loved herself 
no matter what, 

and because she had never learnt 
to keep count of forever. 



Vasanthi Swetha: She is an Economics student who is 
extremely passionate about the art of poetry, dance, reading 
and dreaming, and she believes that every poem that she 
writes is a result of a conversation with her soul. 


220 



DANCING BUMBLEBEES 


(a covert take on how attach so much importance to things transient and continue to iive 
as in-compiete human beings . ) 

Cutting through 
Kissing the undergrowth 
Making a name 
In the valley of shame 

Meandering turns 
Treacherous ways 
A dangerous game 
In the valley of shame 

Struggling sunlight 
Dancing bumblebees 
Five minutes of fame 
In the valley of shame. 
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Vinay Virwani: A marketing guy by profession, I can't help 
but try and convince you that a particular brand of detergent 
powder can really change your life! And while you may 
choose not to believe me, at least I ended up telling you a 
story! Alas, while the breed of storytelling marketers is fast 
getting replaced by number-chasing, profit-making, excel 
sheet enthusiasts, I write....to continue telling stories...A 
misfit perhaps, in a rapidly format-driven, number crunching 
world.but a misfit who has successfully blended in....:) 
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A SUMMER LOVE STORY. 

In a distant land by a hearth of sand, under a scorching 
summer sun. 

A Baxter and the Backman played , with some dough for a 
morning bun. 

Kneading the flour in a pewter bowl, with water, sugar and 
cinnamon. 

Nimble fingers poking a yolk, lips locked in a fashionable 
phenomenon. 


Dirty aprons did fly around, with Torque-less heads bobbing 
back and forth. 

Floury hands did rub lightly, the rolling sweat beads from the 
temples north. 
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Heat of the hearth did complement the warmth of the yellow 
afternoon sun, 

The baxter made love to the backman well, that's how they 
made the cinnabun. 


Screeching and squeaking on the marble top, while embers 
from the coal did fly. 

Crackling, and burning like the fire within, blushed the 
Baxter's cheeks when shy. 

Sugar salt and flour and fat, rosemary fumes and peppery 
notes 

Wafted through the Boulangerie, as cultures fermented and 
overflowed. 


Minds and bodies in unison, rolling and squirming in the 
wooden trough. 

The yeast fed on the sugar with avarice, rising and puffing 
into soft dough. 

Smeared with cheese and nuts in brine, and olive oil and 
chillies red. 

The backman pounded the Baxter blind, that's how they 
made your morning bread. 
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Whipping in frenzy some eggs and sugar, the backman made 
a porous batter, 

And the baxter with her supple hands folded in some flour 
and butter. 

Airy and light as their spirits now, in went the Liquid in a tray 

The dying embers warmed the hearth, made the cake 
spongey and grey. 

Cream from a nursing jersey cow, whipped with some sugar 
into a peak quite stiff. 

With berries and fruits and popped cherries fresh, picked off 
a picturesque cliff. 

With breath in the bosom and embracing hides, distant 
smoke and a twitchin shake. 

Layers of berries, cream and sponge , that's how the bax n 
back did your wedding cake.. 

The rising sun the promising day at the local bakery, made in 
love and all things fun. 

Your daily bread, your wedding cake and the moist and 
sugary cinnabun. 
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Vishak Chadrasekharan: Baker by day and Poet by night, 
Vishak lets his personal experiences decide the course of his 
pen on paper to come up with the most Vivid and brutal 
expression of Life situations everyone goes through. He uses 
his ability to connect to people emotionally to put those 
experiences on paper and enables others to look at the world 
through their eyes. He currently runs and partners a Cafe in 
Coimbatore called Vs and pens down poems and dark Stories 
during the little free time he gets. 
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THANK YOU MOTHER! 

Thank you Mother 
for; on the Earth I am. 

Blessed with life so lovely 

painted with colors and hue; all divine. 

Twinkling glow 

radiant sunshine 

For memories to be of lifetime. 

No words I know 
to express joy or sorrow. 

No words to compensate 
your devout sleepless nights. 

No words to cherish 
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your company and teary- fights. 


Promise; your toddler 
all heart and soul. 

My first words of speech 
your name. 

My every honor 
your fame. 

My every wish 
your thoughts. 

My every birth 
your wishes adopts. 



Vishal Ajmera: He is a Business Strategy consultant by 
profession working with a reputed MNC in Mumbai. Over the 
years, Vishal has developed a penchant for poetry and has 
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established himself as a successful poet cum lyrics writer; 
composing poetry across several genres and encapsulating 
various aspects of life from psychology, nature to imagery. 
With contributions in several international anthologies and 
magazine publications, his journey in the 'poetic world' 
continues unabated. Apart from poems, Vishal is an ardent 
music lover and plays guitar. 
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SAXOPHONE 


Squealing 

squawks 

shock; 

it's also 

supple, shimmering, and seductive, 

with a shape 
that'd break 
the back of a snake. 
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William P. Cushing: Bill Cushing is pleased to announce that 
he is returning to the pages in the second volume of Stories 
of Music but regrets that he cannot share the newest piece 
("Listening to Bird") since the publisher now owns exclusive 
rights. However, in an attempt to present the next best thing, 
he offers a poem he wrote regarding Bird's "weapon of 
choice." He hopes GloMag readers enjoy this venture into the 
world of jazz, and for anyone interested in checking out Bill's 
latest project--a collaboration with a local musician, please 
join their Facebook page. Notes and Letters. As usual. Bill 
invites correspondence at his e-mail, piscespoet(g)vahoo.com 
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